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T. ite eorhConketrtiatreds through theKing- 
 Y © do; andthe Peace which every. man enjoys, becomes 


| to'him -" when Mens minds in"this dead calm of Stace, 
ate ag buſie," as"ris fear'd, the hands of fome wou'd be in the 
Tempeſt-'of 'a Battel, to ſee a Poer plotting in his Chamber 
quite ahother way, painting faſt 'as vigorous y can inſpire 
him, drawing the paſt World, the preſent, and to come, in a 
narrow ſpace, is an Image not unworthy a grave Man's Con- 
remplation; Itis the bufinefs of poogPoers to be the diverſion of 
Mankind ; 8 9p is their being. | I think I may call 'em the 

Miſtreſſes of the World ; which if granted, I am ſure 'tis caſie 
ro prove their Gallants very brutiſh, for they generally loath 
them-as foon'as they are enjoy'd: The beft of *em come under 
the ſevereſt laſh-6f the greateſt Men; nay, the leaſt will be ſhoot- 
ting their Bolts, and when the Maſtiffs worry 'em, the little 
Curs will be barking; the whole World cenſures, and ev'ry da- 
ring Poet chat comes forth, muſt expect to be like the Almanack 
Heto, all over wounds. For my own part, 1 have been ſo harſh- 
ly hand'd by fome of 'etm, thar my Courage quite fail'd me ; 
nor wou'd Tnow appear in Print, but under the Protetion and 
N_ of your Lotdſhip. Your [lluſtrious Forefathers, and 
indeed all your Eminent, Relations, have always been of the 
Firſt-rate Nobility , Patrons- of Wit and Arms, magnificeatiy 
brave, eric old-ſtarnpt 'Britairs, and eyer foremoſt in the Race 
of Glory. Not to unravel half your Honourable Records, 1 
challenge all the Men of Fame, ro ſhow an Equal to the Immor- 
ral Sidney, ev'n when {o many contemporary Worthics flouriſh'd, 
I mean Sir Philip, che Name ſtill of your Lordihip, true Rival 
of your Honour, one that cou'd match your Spirit, ſo moſt cx- 
travagantly great, that he refus'd to be a King, He was at once 
a Ceſar and a Virgil, (the leading Souldicr, and the foremolit 
Poer, all after this muſt fail : 1 have paid juſt Veneration to his 
Name, and methinks the Spirit of Shakeſpear pulh'd the Com- 
mendation. | 
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- The Epiſtle Dedicatory. © * 

That there are in your Lordſhip all theſe Excellent Grains 
which made this Perte&t Man, I think my ſelf bound by reaſon 
ro tell the World, which to my particular obſervation and cer- 
tain knowledge has done you wrong. I muſt acknowledge, 
that your boiling Youth has made great Salleys.; and ſo did 
Alexander, ahd our Great Fifth 7/enry: Your. Spirit complains 
as Alexander's did, for Action; who grudg'd his Father's Con- 

eſts, | as if his Sout was pent, and wanted Elbow-room, re- 

olv'd to go Abroad o're Walls, if not through Doors; and Men 

of Senſe Cock at your preciſe Fellow; your Cynick im a Tub, 
who thwarts the courſe of Nature, and is, never 'd, bur 
when he ſees grey Heirs upon a young Head. If ro be truly Va- 
liant, ev'n in eold Blood, Magnificent as the old Nobility, in- 
finitely Charitable, modeſt as Humility it (elf, the faſteſt Friend 
upon Earth, where your Lordſhip is pleas </to fix the Honour; 
if theſe Ingredients can compound one admirable Man, then 
may your Lordſhip ſtand forth a Monument of laſtingHonous. 
P for this I ſhall incur the notion of a Flatterer:. Flattery 
indeed is a Catholick ill, it paſſes through the World, and ſuits 
with all Complexions : Tis an inſinuating Poyſon, a Feſui:'s 
Powder, which ſeems to intend the Cure of the Diſcaſe ir 


mores ; I am confident, all thoſe who have the honour of your = 


Lordſhip's 'Acquaintance , will tell me I have ſaid roo lirrle. 
Ler it ſuffice, that 1 imitate the beſt of Poets in a ſhort bur 
hearty Acknowledgment of my Obligations to your Lordſhip. 
Therefore I hope, as yur ſhip's Great Uncle ſhone 
upon the mighty Ber. with a full Favour, (though my beſt 


Merits are not the ten thouſand part of his ſmalleſt labours) 
your Lordſhip's infinite goodnels will accept of my honeſt in- 
tentions, which to your Lordſhip's Service ſhall ever be hum» 
bly offer'd,- | 
By, my Lord, 
4 Your Lordſhip's moſt Humble 
And Obedient Servant, 
NAT. LEE. 
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WY man, who once bas wail'd s Pen, 
Aung <6 age boy emcee he 
I: always drudging, waſts bir Life and Blood, - 
Vet only eats and dvimly what ot think good : 
What praiſe ſor're the Poetry deſeroe, 
Tet every Fool. can bid the Poet ſtarve : 
That ſumbling Lecher to revenge is bent, 
Becauſe be thinks himſolf or Whore 54 meant : 
Name but « Cuckold, all the City ſwarms 
From Leader» ball co Ludgate s in Arms: 
Wire there no fear of Antichriſt or France, 
I the beſt times poor Poets live by chance. 
Either you come not bere, or 41 you grace 4 


Some old acquaintance, drop mio the place, 
Careleſ: and qualmiſh with « yawning Face. 
Tou ſleep o're Wit, and by my troth you may, 
Mei of your Talents lhe another way- 
Tou love to bear of ſome prodigious Tale, 
The Bell that toil d alone, or Iriſh Whale: 
Newt is your Food, and you h provide, 
Both for your ſelves and ell the World 
', One Theatre there is of vaſt reſort, 
W hich whileme of Requeſt: was call'd the Court. 
But now the great Exchange of News *tis hight, 
And full of bum and buzz; from Noon till Night : 
Up Stairs and down you run as for a Race, 
And each man wears three Nations in his Face. 
So big you look, tho' Claret you retrench, 
That arm'd with bottled Ale; you buff the French : 
But dil your Entertaunnent ſtill i: fed w 
By Villains, in our own dull Iſland bred : 
Would you return to ws, we dare engage 
To ſhow you better Rogues upon the Stage : 
Tou know no Poiſon but plain Rati-bene bere, 
Death's more refin'd, and better bred elſewhere. 
They have a civil way in Italy 
By ſmelling a perfume # mekg you he, C 
ATrick, would makg you lay your Snuff-hox by. 
—_— 4 Trade —— ſo known and prattis d 
That "tis Infallible @ it the Chair en 
Buy mark their Feaſts, you ſoal bebold ſuch Pranks, 
The Pope ſays Grace, but "on the Devil gives Thanks. 


Dramatis Perionz 


Ceſar Borgia , ' Mr. Petterton. 
/ Toe of Alexander 1 _. 


Palante, Duk 
of Gandia. 


Machiavel, Secretary of Florence. Mr. Smith. 


the Sixth. 


_* 
Paul Orſmo, Head of the Factions Mr. Gillow, 
againſt Borgia. 


Aſcanio Sferza, A Buffoon Cardinal. Mr. Lee. 
Vittellozao, Chief of the Pitelli. Mr. Percival. 


Ems, 

Ange, ' 

Cardinals, exc. 

Bellamira, Daughter of Orſmo. Mrs. Lee. 

Adorns, Her Kinſwoman and Mrs: Price. 
Confident. 

Attendants, ec. 


The Scene ROME 


CTY onus wt ed 


5 its . : 


Cwzſar Borgia. 
Ton ao Loy 


Scone is 6 Ghamber of Stare, as dift ance are diſcovered lietle American By: with 
Boxes of Jewels in their hands ; on each fide of the Stage, from the flat Scene 
to the Chamber, long Indian Screnes are ſpread at thery full length. 


| Emer Alonzo, and Don Michael. —_ 


| D. Mch. RE theſe the Preſents, fay'ſt thou, of the late 
New Cardinal Aſcanjo 4? 
Along, They are ;, be thus to Madhiavel, 
And thinks tha Gold may bribe him to berray 
The Duke Valentines. But, Michael, tell me 
| What does the World report of this Creation, 
| Does it not rail, and grin, and bite the Pope ? 
| D. Mich. Has it not Reaſon ? For, betwixt our ſelves, 
| Would ay aps 2D CI 
| So vilely fell the Glories of the Church ? 
| Twelve Cardinals at once created ! 
Aſeeanio firſt, becauſe he bids him-moſt : | 
A fine effeminate Villain, bred in Brothels, 
| Senſeleb, illiterate, the Jear of Rene, 
CE ey . 
For Hoſpicals, patches up 
| A wretched Carkaſs worried in the Stews. 
'moves this way : 
! and with « Pocked.Gla/s 


That he got drunk, and kiſfs'd the Prelates reund | 
For joy——Bur, ſee be comes; revireend leave-tne.— (Ex. D. Mich» 


Enter Aſtanio Sforza.. 


Yes Well, Bergia, well! if 1 am not reveng'd ! 
Was there none elle in Reme, but Bellanir 
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Who ventur'd life to the luſty joy. 
nn mae! Drak, of heb 5; 


Mach. Thus have 1 drawn the platform of their Fates;, 
As oft I have beheld, by Maſters hands, 
A Talc in painting admirably told ; 
Here a ſoft Dide ſtabb'd into the breaſt, 
A Hero there thrown headlong from a Window, 
To meet her Lover wrack'd upon the Shore : 
So have I form'd in more than Braſs or Marble, 
The Deaths of thoſe whom I intend to huſh. 
O, Ceſar Birgia! ſuch a Name and Nature ! 
That is my ſecond felf ; a Machiave!! 
A Prince! whoz by the vigor of this brain, 
Shall riſe to the old height of Reman Tyrants. 
Alenz, He deeply thigks ; nor dare I interrupt him, 
Till he comes forward. 
Aſeen. Peace, and give him way— Oh ſuch a Head-piece#! 
Mach In all my ſtrit enquiries, all the Humours 
Which 1 have drain'd with more than Chymiſts pains, 
I have not found a temper ſo compleat 
To hiniſh forth a greatneſs. as my. Caſer's. 
Firſt; he's a Baſtard, got in a fit of Nature? 
She ſhook bim from her Nerves in a Convulfion;. 
His Father ſtampt the Bullion in a heat, 
And taking from the Mint the fiery. ore,. 


Perhaps in the Earbraces 
Aeon. Ob, if a man could but 


Nothing to him —tark —— be ON— 
Maecb, Why, ahe © enter Mano this man . 


Whoa by Amgbiciov, not by Love J'll ri EY 
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4 CESAR BORGFA.” 
Therefore Aſcanio's new golden World, ' 
(gravely take, for ruine to. the Bride, b 
0 her old duting Father, Brothers, Uncles, 
And the whole Race of Orfon and Vizells 
Is faxt by Fate and me: Nu more! the fleeting Air 
May catch the ſounds, and walls themſelvcs have cars. 
Aleng, My Lord ! the Cardinal Aſcenis —«— [coming firms 7 
Is planted ro your order. 
Mach; Let him hear UT nn 
Urge me no more, tor is impoſſible / 
Alenz, My Lord, he thinis not fo : 
He ſays your Voice is as the mowh of Heav'n, 
Stiles you a God, and in the extravagance 
Or his unbounded admiration, ſwears 
.Nothing to you can be impoſſible. 
Mach. Extravagance indeed! » 
Yer ſuch extravagance exprefles love, 
And merits all cy thanks : and had he mention'd 
Oughe but the ruine of my beſt Friends, 
I would with all the Wings of expedition : 
Have ſhot through 1 do bars to do bim ſervice. 
Along. My Lord ! he does not hint at Borgid's ruine, 
Mach, Does be not wiſh that I ſhould: break the Nuptials # 
"Tis ſure the Marriage | at firſt diſlik'd ; 
I pierc'd the Charmer with a narrow eye, 
And found how Wit and Beauty threatn'd in her, 
With all the ſubtleſt graces, that might lull 
Stubborn ambition to inglorious zeſt : 
But love already had perform'd his part, 
And laid the Warring Borgis at her Feet, 
How then ſhould I oppoſe his farſt Enjoyment, 
Who was bis Legate, and follicited 
The Parents of the beautcous Bellamira, 
Alenz. Arleaſt, Sir, for the future, lay ſome block 
That may diſturb the of their loves ; 
And fince you have alledg'd 'tis for his glory 
This Marriage were undone” fince it is done, 
Let it be hurtful in the conſequence. 
Mach. Thus I ſhould prove indeed a Friend to Florence, 
Who hate Orfono's Race : Nay, 1 ſhould at s 
The trueſt Part of Friendſhip to my Borgia, 
Snatchiog this Soft'ner from his War-like Boſom, 
And turning him new bent, for Arms and Glory ,—— 
Ha! What new Scene of Gallantry is this ? 
Whence, and from ava comes this Magnificence ? 


And wherefore kneel theſe Offerers at my Feet 2 

Along. _y are the Children of the new- found World, 
The F Zener, call'd the Indie» Gods, 

Mech. Away with 'em, and bid "em tell their Lord, 
Machiavel's Virtue never ſhall be brib'd ; 

And for their ſervice give 'em twenity Crowns : 
But if thow,dareſt to rob 'em. of a Spangle, 
You know my humour, never. ſee me more. 

Along, Doubt not, my Lord, but I] obſerve your humour, =——- 
Come in, my Lord | told you he would melc, 
Sir, the great Cardinal. So,——now they cringe ; 

What, and embrace too! Oh thou damn'd, damn'd World ! 

Theſe will be heard, and make your Stateſinan (ynile, 

When Orphans, Widows, and the crippled Souldier 

Are Eibow's off, and thruſt away!jo'frowns. .,» [Exit, with the Buys 

Mach, My, Lord, you make me wonder ! Sure: you've been 
In love your ſelf with old Qr/me's Daughter | 

Aſean, Lov'd her, my Lord ! witnels theſe falling tears ! 
Why do you thaw my Nature with your Queſtions? 
Witneſs bright Stars! witneſs you golden Planets { 

And all ye Woody, avd all ye purling Streams ; 

And Birds and Flocks, and Grots, and Rocks, and Flow'rs } 
Nay, Sir, I tell you, ſhe was mine betroth'd, 

If I could caſt my Coar, which had been done, 

For nothing tickles the preſent Pope like Gold, 
Daz'es him that he way Indulgences, 

Forgives, abſolves, all for Omnipotent Gold z 
Diſpenſes Pardons ſometimes in a fury;: - 

He ſends his Bulls abroad that roar like Thunder : 
When ſtrait = golden Calm 

Comes o're their backs, and then they're ſtill as Lacabs ; 
Why ſhould 1] hold you long the reſt, 

That ſaw her Borgis, that unlucky Baſtard, 

Beheld and lov'd her. I, my Lord, was ruin'd. 

Mach. My Lord, I wiſhthe ANAony not proſper : 
He's bent to enjoy her, and in that I him: 

For ſubtly offering once to bring him 

I found pale anger in his Face like , 

W hereon 1 feign'd compliance, and have wrought 
The buſineſs to'n head ——Bat let tire work, 
And reſt affur'd, that what ſo mean a man 

As Machiavel with honour can perform, 


To pay you perfe&t Service ſhall be done. __ 
Aſcan. My Lord !: farewel-— when L proteſt and iwear, 
Evn by the Altgr of fair Bellawnure , . My 
2 E My 


/ 


My life is yours : Believe I am your Servant, 

Not a ſtep further by my Robe ? your 

Your Eminence bumble Creature, Servant, Slave. 
Mach. I am ty'd for ever. 

No dull Buffoon! thou walking lump of Luft ; 

Not to revenge thy d appetite 

Shall Borgis kill ber : But for his own Renown : 

He is my Champion-prince, Beer Tyraiit, 

Not form'd to languiſh in a Womans Arms. 

Oh=——tis a faulty were I fo fram'd for greatneſs, 

E're I would amble in a Female Courr, ms 

And cringe, and skip, and play the Ladies Cri 

I would be Gibbetted 74 - the -way, ail 

For Crows and Daws t© peck my Carrion Limbs. 

But I muſt rovze him, nd I'll do't by Death, 

Ev'n by the bloody Death of her he doats on. 


Enter Adorna. 
Here's one Ingredient I muſt mix to make 
The potion Death The Wrerch is deep in Love 


With Borgia's Brother, the y Duke of Gendis 
Thar wes Sankobes :- ' 

Ader. My Lord. 

Mach. My dear Adorns, 
How goes the marriage forward ? and how treats 
—_— 
Romania's Duke his fair and Virgin Bride ? 

Ader. The Rites are to be ſolemniz'd this morning ; 
Tho" Bellamirs quite abhors the Marriage, 
Who till when Borgia burmably ſves for Love ; 
Anſwers him with ber Tears, and peys his Vows 
With Ominous weeping. 


[Ex. Aſea 
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Meet him at leaſt with well difſermbled Love, % on 

Or by my lil wreke my anger os- thee, 6. 
With all the 'T orments that Italian F 

Could ce” 


The knot once ty'd, Gandis will ſoon 
Leave me to work him then: ' Millions to one 
But I ſhall make him thine. 
Ader. Bur did Duke of Gendis once proteſt 2 
Mach. Proteſt ! He did and (wear, and vow. 
Go 


Ex. Adornt 


white arm -- 
About his chafing Neck, ſtrokes his black-Beard, - | 

And fmooths hig furrow'd Cheeks to dimpled ſaniles ; 

Tie Brothers too —_ her. O Heav'ngi and Earth! 

Not the firſt day, ſuch infinite rime + :« 

That Motion had th' irregular matter row! d, 

When all the wandring Atorrs hit at laft _ ' 

Into this beauteous form, even when our Sires 

Firſt mi was there fuch a looſe of Nature, 

Such « triumvirate of Lawleſs Lovers, 

Such Rivals as out-do even Luciax's Gods | 

Ha ! the Orfins here ! and the Vitals ! 

move this way in Cabels , 

inks Death every V _ | 

"Tis fo—They art no moro—Or true, : 
Or Machiave! knows netking of Man-kind, Ex. Mach, 


= Enter _ 
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* 
Enter Ocſino, Vizellozzo, Aſcanio, Adrien, Em, Ange, thee: 
: Cardinals, Olivereto, Graving. 
Vitel. Ifa I do not like the Marriage ; 
Were —_———— I'd fell her off - Tg 
- For Gold, 1/4 merchandize her render beauty , 
With Infidels, and fend h&r'to the Turk, 
Like an Androwads, to garge the: Monſter, 
Rather van to wed her to pethdious Bergia, 

- Orfm. You are too violent. 

Vital, 1 think not (© : 

A drowning man will graſpat any thing, . , 
Nay, fink his Friend that loep'd emong the Waves [i 32. 
To give him life: but yon tho.inthe guſph, 
Ride on to ruine, tho your Friends calt{our. xd | 

Ang. Nay, though they poine the Whks-pol jul before you, 
That would devour us all. * , 

Adrian; Beſides 'tis Impious, may 
Againſt all Right of- Nature, Law of Ren, | 
ToaRthe Tyrant o're a Da 

Aſean. She knows the of Ceſar Bog) 
Has beard his Rapes and Morden: 
How did he uſe the poor Venewan digdy?!: 


»s 11] # 4 : C 
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He forc'd her in a Wood, nay in a Dltedy'1) ** \ ym | d i:n4 


AsI am credibly inform'd by-choſs/ r incl \ 2:: re 
That heard her ſqueak, in « Dry-Dixchdeflontd&ner 1 to 1 dy {1 
Add yet to this, my. Lewdsy). How, whenithe Breveb, /| 1 
Atfacking of a Town, broke open Nunzntfes,” 1" did ©3 ag ; 

He truſs'd at leaſt 4,0 the ' 


Would better fit a x rour > 
1 would not come to the :.4 Argument, 
For then weclaſh : Þ gia is now wy Songz. + 
Therefore 1 pray - ..ce more forbeay to tax him$- . TT 
The Theme is great and worthy that wenenten, ; 
Rymenia's Duke and Nephew to the Pope. 

Aſcan. Prithee, old Paul : Prithee now'ben't fo ore 
Good Reverend Gray- beard: #'you'tname ironed... =_ 
Pronounce him right, ev'n as his Holitiefs | 


et TO 4 


tA 
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CESAR BORGTA. 
Has own'd him to the. Vorld without a bluſh, © 


His natural Son, ne TINS: Ge s, 


In ſhorr, old Paul, his down r 


Orfn. Without a bluſh : ſhopld I ſtand up MO 


Of abſent Borgie, 2d unravel thee, 


] tell thee, Prieſt ; thou ſcandal ro the Altar, 
Thy Front, thy Eyes, thy Lips, cach part of thee 
Would bluſh with Scarler deeper than thy Robe. 


Aſcan. Peace Dotard, peace 


I ſay old ſtuttering Paul, Foul ha” bd worlt on't : 


Therefore peace, peace Dotard. 
Orfm. Ha ! 
Vitel. Forbear : my Lord, Remember / 
Orfm. How dares he thus provoke me ? 


Who knows, yet urges me knows in his heart 


How I have pierc'd into' his deepeſt though 


Have had intelli of all his Vices, 
Ev'n of his , darkeſt Deeds of Luſt, 


And dar'ſt thou call me Dorard ? — 


Thou that gav'ſt Whores Ind 
So rank, that he frequents the 


For a new Face would giv heat Cn © 


"To make the Strumpet 


Olw. My Lord, Conſider where, © Shia? Uh 


And what it is you utter ? 
Orem. Place me, ſome Power, 


Upon Saint Peter's Vane, t Ball, 


And turn my Voice to Thunder, | may 


Lay open to the World the Ads 
Of this Contagious Prelate. | 


Alcan, Spit, ſpit thy Venom ; LP na hy = ag OUt With't=n— 


Mark how he ſhakes now ; by 


| have nettled him : Poor C70 Fs the old Foolo— 


Orſm. Then Prieſt, let me demand thee, 


Is nor the Cupping-glaſs that burns thy Luſt, 
And draws thy ribog Gall to fuch a ry ah 

My Daughter's ſcorn, and loathing of thy perſon ? 
Ha? is't not that ? link I've tos, you, Clrdiat 1 


Worle than the Neapolitan Pox you gave 
Our Roman Harloty—— 


Aſcan. Why how now, Pauk what doſt thou grow foul 
Mouth'd now ? by my Holy-Dame, had I « Sword a OY 
I'd firk thee, Orfio—— I'd fo whip thee, Paw, 

So flawg and ſcourge thee, thou ſhould'ſt cat thy words) | 

The Pox / why, bow now ? ba ! the Pox i'faith ! The 


0 "CESAR BORG?A. 
The Pox to me ! let me come at him——g1 - 
Orfin. Ha ! wilt thou fight 2 | 
So forward Prieſt ! by Heav'n I'll ſhave your Crown ; 
Stand back and let me mow this off;. . 
This rank red Weed that ſpoils the Churches Corn. 
Vitel. Did ever fury run to ſuch a height 
Why, my Lord Cardinal, know you this place, 
And bow 'tis priviledg'd ? 
Aſcan. My Lord, | «m Glenc'd. _ 
An ealie Man made up of patience, T! 
No Gall ia me ! give me thy hand, Old Paul: 
Henceforth ware Friends, and as a Friend I'll. tell thee, 
Ev'n from my Heart, Vl tell thee what I think : ' 
"Thou art bewitch'r, Old Part, befotted, fool'd— — 
This Son-in-Law of thine bas feal'd thine Eyes, 
And ſhortly I ſhall ſee thee walk the Streets 
With-a Dog and a Bell———aay—prithee be not angry, 
For 'tis in love : Ill tell thee of 's Dotage, 
And fo your Servant noble Pieſlexzo, 
Ange ard Enna your——Farewell, my Lord, 
And laftly thine whoſe Neck. is in the Nooſe, 
Old Woodcock, Orfix. | { Exit Cardiaal 
D. Grevin. Fam not us'd to fear, 
But yet methought Aſconie's laſt words 
Were dreadful to my Ears, 
Orfin. 1 have engag'd 
My Daughter, Life and Honour, and all my Fortunes 
For the Duke's Faith, and the ſecurity, * 
Of every perſon bere ; why ſhould we doubt him 2 
yoo ye not ſeen his Labour in this matrer ? 
our thouſand Duckerts, given'vs down in-band, 
With an aflurance of aur former pay x 
Nay more, he binds himſelf not to conſtrain 
—_ of us to appear in- perſon 
Before him, but who pleaſes of himſelf : 
Therefore let me intreat you dear your Brains, 


Micet all this day together at the Marriage, | 

And pay him, as he merits faithful" . hy 
Fitel. There's ſomething here fore-bodes, in ſpite of 

The Muſick that be makes, a harſh Concluſion. 
Orfin. For ſhame no more! the very fears of Children, 

Recaufe he gives our Friends allowances, 


Beyondtheir Qualities, we dread bis Dealing, 
* And ſwear he means todraw our Fation from ws | 


Viook 
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will, do what 
Since to your Intereſts nap Tetra : 
I will no more oppoſe your ſpeciaus Reaſons, '"? * 
But inſtantly go wait upon the Duke. - Trimipets) 
Orfin. This day toadd new Honours to the Marriage, - © 
Our Son-in-Law, the Duke Valawinajs, * 
Receives the Rye before the Conliltory, = 
A Grace 'which ſeldom is vouchſafed to Kings 5 
Indeed the greateſt which the Sacted Head n 


- = . 


Piel. 


Of the whole Chriſtian World can give to Man, 


The very. bigheſt Round of Humane Glory. 


Scene draws, and ſbews the ; Borgia come firtdard, 
with the Roſe carri'd befove bins th greas Pimp. His Son Se- 
raphino led by Alonzo, Michiavel, 4:tendants, Aſcanio, 
and frve Cardinals, &e.- aa vt 


Brog. O Machiavel! was ever Pomp like this af i) 
The Morning dawns with an unwonted Crimſon $” © | © 
The Flow'rs more od*rous ſeem, the Garden Birds ' 

ing louder, and the laughing Sun aſcends : ( 

e gaudy Earth with an umjſual bri | x4 

pet's, 


All Nature ſmiles, and the whole world is 

Even all the World, but thy Borda. U > 
Mach. And why ſhould be, who every Mai concladey © 

The Darli of the Times, whom bounttors Heav'n | 33/16 

Has Crown'd with Glory in ſucceGtul Wars, © © / 

Whom it now doubly Cr #7 Aw. 

The brighteſt of her Sex, why ſhould ho b | 

The whole Worlds Vogue, and think himſelf unbappy #' 
Borg, Yes Machiavel ! thou warthi'lt of Mankind, 


Tothee Pll firip my Heart, that-ſecrer Bed, © ''-: / 


With Vices, Vertues, every naked thought, 
And ſhew thee all the mixture of a Man. 6 
We are obſerv'd— Think me not-over-frall ' © 
Becauſe I love : were Belamirs deater, -- * 
Her Father bleeds, and all the Rebel-Race ; 
I'll firſt inſnare the Fools : then Fate to 'em. | 
Mach. And let 'em know, juſt az the Cords are drawing,  - * 
None ought to offend his Prince, and after truſt hic. '* - 
*My Lord Orfine ! O forgive me,' Heav'n ! 
Who fave thus groſly fail'd to pay-che Revertace 
FT owe the beſt of Fathers, beſt 'of Friends ;' : | 
This day, this glorious day, for pver | 
And never $0 be loſt in Timrdark ws 14) 21604 DrOrh+: 
C Crowps 


x2 | lg ory 'R ETA 
mey then, 1 bend-my' immer, | + 


Crowns me your Son: | 
Which «re not W'd tb at. the Altars'l 0% 1 51 
And O! p*rmit me thus to kiſs your Handy 2) > 34 
And pay the Vows of my Obedience. 

Orfm. O fi Lord, all Due y is our dong | 
Wi.h but one or {wo Acknow ledgment; | ls 
Yerfor a fatisfaftion to this Company, lt 
GY, do you love my Daughtes Bebonrs Eo nh - 

Burg. Ha ! whatſays my Father ? do [live ? ' | 

O Heaven ? Why do you woend me with the Queſtion ? 


Does the poor ſuff ring Fair One Vertiue love, #17 


Who drinks the Brook, and eats what Nature yielde, 
Rather than feaſt.in.C "Coy yrs _— 
Do thoſe, who.on Fe Heer 

Love Angels, hk, and Eternal 
'Tis fore they do : And oh—'tis f m_ pUhh41 

That Ceſar Borgia dies for Bellamirs. 

Orfm. No more ; you Hohbur Herand me'too/tmuch+ © | 
Therefore this day I give ber t9your Arms | ” | 
With all the pleaſure of g1pmudeld Barber,” 

Ofrejoy'd to ſee his Daughter matbb'd'above him: ' 

By Heav'n, my eyes grow full 5 here all our Diſcord 

For ever end, all Jars betwixt the Orfaw, "- 

Vitelli, and the Duke of Valentinony« d-uz\ 4 , 
Be buty'd ever inghis fit Inhbirace,s = 
Borg. Since you Will have-{t ſo, forgive'my Dury 4” 

Let me grow bold, and as « Frignd imbrace you 
Orfin. See here, my Lord, for ſearte-tin titingaith; 


Through the bright joy that dazlen —_—_— 
Olivergtto, and the Duke Grawens, _ 


When Vitellozzo come to gtace 
All on _ noe all. Nr fn i Prioce.. 
' Nor this Homage be, 

I es; it ſhall not : Riſe my Lords; yourArms : 
Let me imbrace you round : by all things(ſacred, 
I fwear that none of you have been too blame.” *»" 
Were you Confederates againſt my Army: ' 
You were : but Borgi«'s infinite Ambition 
aero Loop rr WY 

i rong Yout « 
Unleſs you kindly ſtop hins in fi ſpeed, | 
Would hurl him from ſome to rujne. 


Orfm. See Vitellezzo | how he » (VIS FONG 
Upon bimſelf, { 


Bog. A Ls hs 4.ah2us T6. as # 


a 


hs _ _. -—- 


—— 


_ Which in the 
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my hence can march 
But Belemire. Take bim JIE bim, 

Take the dear blood that trickles my ls | 
The very ſtrings that wind about my life, <4 + 
And let him for my part be Surery, Pe 1 100k 
As beautious Bellamire is for yours. 
Orſon. Farewell, my Lord : with theſe Attendance here 
Tb ran war” + | and let my life 
Be anſwer for the little Seraphine. - Ex, wo 
Aſcan, He has her now, that delicate bit of Beauty ek a 
Which I reſerv'd for my own Letchery: 
He drills her from her old deluded Sire, 
Hell 1 and ſhe melts; ſhe melts into his mouth : 
But by my Holy-Dame ll be reveng'd 
On every part of him : His little Baſtard, 
Becauſe he doats on him, ſhall ſtreight be mangledo—— 
Pll do't I ay : Yes by my Holy-Dame, 
I will revenge my loſs of Letchery— 
Ha ! what a jerk was that ? it grates my bones ; 
Pray Heav'n it ben't a Spice, a Tang 
Of the Neapolizen Itch, O my Holy-Dame. Ex. with Codinals. 
. Now Machiavel, prepare to hear 
ne” what ſouftreſs DE es bags 
All ny dear Vidtories at laſt are melted : 
For I will tell thce though chou'lt ſcarce believe, 
Since firſt | ſaw the Charming Bellemure, 
wr vefy Image of Charlotta's (corny, © 
ve not had one hour of Free repoſe ; 
Ev'n when at laſt have refoly'd rojoyn 
Our hands and with my tender glory, 
I've ſtarted from my Bed, at mideight roſe, 
And wander'd by the Moon : Then laid me down 
Upon ſome dewy bank , and flept till morn. 
Mach. Therefore there muſt be forme Circumſtance 
That firſt induc'd thoſe fears, ſorne dang'rous 
For your ſuſpitiong— | 
Borg, Yes Machiavel, 
There is, there is a cauſe for my (ulpitions. 
Mach. Are you ſure of it ? / 
Bog. Moſt lurelams 
Sure as reſerv'dnels does imply averſion : 
Yetl, as if my flames were fire in Froſt, - 
The mote ſhe cools, feorch, rage, avd burns the morews 
Mach. I gueſs your theaning —_— ſhe _ 
2 


= . 
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I know not 
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Hol pawn'd her heart—— 
Bog. Ha ! 4d thn the name of: him 1 dread > 
What bat Godin Aran hoald fave kim, from my Sword mY 
Here thou baſt rouz'd the Lion in ny Leuer, 
I:aan ſpite, revenge and blaſting fury | 
Devour's my Soul ! all mildneſs ſleeps like Dearh : 
I boil like Drunkards Veing—— Death : Hell and Vangeence i 

Mach. Suppreſs this Fury 
C me! come! my Lordennn— Gadyer gre better skill'd 
lo Camps then Courts, and know not yet Loves Warld. 
She is reſerv'd you ſay, when yous her 1 
W by, let her weep too : wasit ever known 
A ſubtle Pride laugh'd on her Wedding Day, 

Or clasp'd her love in the eye o'th world ? 
I fiad you are unlearn'd ! Sir 'ris their Trade, 
The very Nature, Soul, and Life-blood of cm: 
«To whine, andcry, and turn their heads away; | , 
When their hearts dote on what they ſeem to ſcorn L 
Borg. If it were (0! 
Mach, Why it was always fo, 
Is fo, and-will be fo tothe worlds end! 
Give me your hand, and take bex on my word ; 
I have been bred in Courts ; ſounded the humours 
Even of all Women-kind : Therefore adviſe you 
Repair immediately to old Orfino, 
Who with his Beauteous Daughter waits your Coming, 

Borgs Could ſhe be truly mine! the wings of Winds 
Would be too flow ro waft me to her arms ! 

Mach. Once morel ſay, ſhe is and ſhall be yours, 
Truly, religiguſly, devoutly yours—e— 

Why allthis thought and groundleſs Jealouſy ? 
Let manly Conhdence and Remaen-V ertue 
Maſter this Gothick Fury in your blood, 

Borg. By Arms ! by all the glories | have won/ 
Thou af awak'd my Love, and Charmd my tears. 
Charletts | O the very figure of ber 
Bur ſure the Beauteous Lines are = Lere: 

And now I find "tisruine to forgo her 

| Mach. No more my Lord. Ts that thus embark 
And if ſome ſtarting Plank ſhould flaw the Veſſel 

To your deſtruftion—— I am ruin'd too —— 

Since all | have, or am, or ever would be, - 

ls to be San Ry pn, uobyaſs'd triend. 


Thc? —— -—— uh my Genius, q 
And, us ſome God, ſhalt guide me through the World, 


INI! 


Let's 


TT —__ 
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Let's go to Conqueſt, tho through Death 
Mayinge ad Dex botbnew " 
M | ſe the Taper in the Window, 


The Buſie Nurſe unveils the weeping Maid, 

AndI muſt naked paſs: Seas to reach her. 

O fatal Marriage { O thou Gulph ! 

Which like the Heleſpons do'ſt rore between 
1 Me and my Joys: Is there no other way ? 
None, none, the Winds and the daſh'd Rocks reply : 
Why let'm roar z and let the Billows ſwell z 
| Till the rack't Orbs be wich-the Deluge drown'd. 
| "Tis faxty Vil plunge, or periſh, or enjoy her—— 
Mach, Jultly refolv'd ; nor let a few falſe Tears 
| Melt you again to an untimely mildnefs. , a 
Charlorta thus deluded you in France, 
Which render'd all your Court ridiculous : 
Remember that, and leſt the like diſgrace 
Should happen now, drag her if ſhe refuſes ! 

Borg. 1 will, my Machiavel,— O Arms! O Glory t * 
What an Erernal Ruſt would ſmear your Luſter, 
Did not this Spirit of Ambytion fire me ! 

I'll tell her that the lives of all her race, 

Are now within my power. 

| Mach, Nay, threaten her ! 

1 Borg. 1 will do more than threaten ; 
Think not the dreadful Ceſar will be raws'd 
To threaten only ; that's a {leeping Borgis, 

[ A loving, dreaming, Conſcientious Borgi ; 
But when I wake there's always Execution —— 
| Mach, It has been ſo. 

Borgia. And ſhall I ſwear again; 

| No, Machiavel : ſhe muſt be mine or dye; 


Should ſhe for refuge to the Temple flic ! _ 
I'd after her ; there, it ſhe ſcorns my flame, 


To the dumb Saints I will my Vows proclaim 3 
And in their view reſc!ve the glorious game : 
Upon the Golden Shrines I'll lay her head, 
And ev'n the Altar make my Bridal Bed— [ Ex. Ambo. 


_ _— 


ACT II. SCENE L 
Enter Orſino end Bellamica in Mourning ; 
oe Vs didſt thou get the daring thus to move me 2: 


By thy dead Mothers (hrowd, not the firſbNight, 
When 


-2e CAETAR BORGTA 
When in wy You: bful arms I gruſp'd her to me, 
Was I fo hot with Love as now with rage, 
Thou Young and Virgin Witch, thou new-found Fory 2 
Bells. Ah, Sir! for Fam afraid to call you Father, 
Give y Death : give to theſe trembling bres ſts 
A thouſand wounds ; or cut me Limb from Limb , 
But da not look ſo dreadſully upon me ———= 
Nor blaſt me with ſuch ſounds. Oh piry me ! 
There's not one fatal ſentence, one dread V Vord, 
But runs like Iron through my freezing blood. 
V Vhat have | done? Ah, what is my offerice 3 
And tell me bow, which way I ſhall atone you ? 
Orſm. O, thou vile wretch ! what is thy offence 2 
Doſt thou not know it ? Exquiſite diſſembler ? 
Thou leading Sorc're(s ! Hecat of thy Sex ! 
Subtleſt of all thy kind, that ever rowld 
Their falſe deluding eyes, and in their Glaſſes 
Conjur'd for looks to cheat the fimple world! 
Burt to take all evaſion from thy guile, 
Did | not charge thee, as thou fear it my curſe, 
This very Morning to adorn thy ſelf 
As one, whom the great Duks intends to honour 
By makirg thee his Bride ? 
Bell. Alas ! you did + 
And I am come, Oh Heaven ! and all you Powers 
That pity womans weakneſs, I am come 
My Lord as you commanded ; and have vow'd, 
Tho Death atends my Nuptials, to obey you. 
Orfin. Thou lyſt even in thy heart, thou know'ſt thou ly'ſ, 
Thou haſt maliciouſly, moſt groly fail'd 
In this obedience: Say, declare, haſte, anſwer, 
Thou moſt ungrateful wretch 5 Ah, how unlike 
Thy meck, thy Perfedt bright and bleſſed Mother, 
Is this a habit for a glorious Bride ? 
Doſt thou thus meet the generous Borgis ? 
I know thy awkard Heart ; thou meanſt by this 
To tell the V Vorld,thou doft not like thy Husband, 
And daſh him at the Altar : but by Heav'n, 
Viither thon, Murdreſs, now- art ſending m*, 
This ſhall not ferve thy purpoſe : In this dreſs 
That blaſts my eyes and ſtrikes my Soul with ſadneſs, 
I'll ſee the Prieft for ever make you one. 
Bellam. Ah! how have I deſerv'd this cruel uſag *? 
Did ever Daughter yet obey like me ? 
Not ſhe who in the Dungeon fed ber Father Wis 


- 
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With ber own Milk, and by her Piecey © 


For I have done much more: torn off my 
My Breafts, Hearr, ad it from me, 
To feed the Thins Deg witch wb = 

Orfm. Call 't thou the lawful Impofition of 
A careful Father, that intends thee honour, 
Tyrannigal and bloody ? Rage reſume me ; 
Here, ſeeft thou this? O would the gallant Bargio 
Could fling thee from his Soul, as 1 from mine, 
For 'tis reſpeQ to him that faves thy life ; 
Elie by the Feaver that quite burns me up, 
I'd ponyard thee, till all rhy Robes were Crimſon : 
Yer fince thou haſt the Impudence to brave me, 
And cll thy Father Tyrant ro bis face, 
I that have foſter'd thee even from the Womb, 
And bred thee in my Boſorn, hear and tremble ; 
For I will curſe thee till thy yr Soul 
Runs mad with horrour, till thy Mother ſtarts 
From her cold Monument, to beg me ceaſe, 
Thcugh all in vain. 

Bollam. 1 caſt me at your feet x 
I'm all Obedience :- See; Sir,— fee me here 
Grovelling upon the Earth. 

Orſm. Curs'd be the Night, | 
Ten thouſand Curſes 6n that fatal hovr, 
When my great Spirit trifled with thy Mother 
For the Produdtion of o falſe # Joy ! 

Bellam. O horrid blaſting breath ! 

Orfm. When I am dead , 
My troubled Ghoſt ſhall nightly baune thy Dreams. 


Bellam, Ah, bold— I kiſs your feer, and hug your knees. 
O:fm. Though in thy Huszbands Arms, Fil draw the Curtains, 


And ſtare thee into Frenzy; and thy Lord 
Ill Charm fo faſt, thy ſhrieks ſhall nor awake him. 


Bellem. Yet Sir, forbear;, tread on me, trample me. 


Orfin. And all the day, when other 
P11 follow thee with groans, and curſe ſtill : 
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Orfin. Oc if Ty erp ga | 
Heart-burnings, Jcalouſics incite him | FR 
To plague thee with a Thouſand Hells on Earth,: : ST) 

And after end thee in ſome horrid manner. T «| 
Bellam. Poayerd me as you promi'd Sir / Oh Rab met 

Orſm. Eternal Barrenneſs os lt wn, 
If ought that's humane chance ts raiſe t y hopes, | | 

May it be monſtrous at the curſt Produdtion, n 

An after birth, or ſome abborr'd Concegtion; | 


Enter Duke of Gandia in Mourning. 

Bellam, Y have ſaid enough ! my heart, my ſpirits fail me, 
And I have now my wiſh without a Dagger. 

OrJm. What now ? another Mourner 2 Hell and Furies / 
They both have plotted ro undo-my Honour. 
Well— Duke of Gendia——but Pl call the Bridegroom. 

Gend. Ha! how's this? the beautcous Bellamire | 
Upon the Earth. Help, help-— my Lotd, ſhe's cold, 
Your Daughter Swoons, —— 

Orin, | care not, let her periſh ; R 
And thou, who haſt ſeduc'd = periſh with her : : 

Swoon with her, fink with ber : Die both, and both be daon'd. 

[ Ex. Orſyac, 


Gand. Wake Bellemire from this ſleep of Death: 
Life of Palente's life ! give me a word ; 
See thou art ſafe, claſp'd in thy Gendia's Arms, 
Palente holds thee. Say, what Murderer 
Offer'd this cruelty, and I'll revenge thee / 

Bellam, Where am 1? ha { looſe, looſe mg from your arms; 
Stand off; fly from me; fly,” Palaws, fiy! 
For we muſt never, never meet agen : 
The Poles may ſooner joyn: O I am loſt, 
By an inexorable Father ruin'd ; C 
Curſed, blaſted ; and tor thee, unbappy Prince, 
Thou haſt undone me, though not by thy will ; 
For ſurg thou lov'ſt the wretched Bellamire : 
Yet by the conſequence of this affeQion, 
Thou haſt deſtroy'd my peace of wind for ever : 
Thou baſt been ruinous abd mortal tome! 
As Rpbbers, Raviſhers, or Murderers ! 
Therefore be gone ! fly from my - 087 ag 
I 
Nary FE yon enng 
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Bakke e that you would drive me thus: 

I hop'd at leaſt, that oy parted from you, 
And bid youeverlaſting]ly farewel, 
I hop'd; Radha tering hoperyere vain! - 
That gentle Bellamira ſhould bave (igh'd - 
Or droprt a tear, when I would take my leave 
And never (ce her more. 

Bellam. © Cruelty 

| Yeu rend the Phailter Gen the bleeding wound. 

Gand. An Elder Brother calls you to his Bed, 
And you perhaps wi:| aot be ravilh'd thicher : 
| O Bellamira! 1 bad once thoſe Vows 4 
Which thy frail heart does now refign to Borgia. 
But I have ſtaid too long : Farewel for ever ; 
| When | am gone, and chou for many years 
Ernjoy'ſt the Change thy Father forc'd thee to, 
(For ſure I cannot think it all thy doing !) 
If happy Ceſar Borgia chance to fold thee 
| More cloſely in his arms then was his Cuſtom ; 

Say to thy heart with a relenting thoughr, 
| Thus, if your Fates had pleas'd, the wretched Gandie 
Would thus have lov'd me. But no more farewel. 

| You're pleay'd to baniſh me — and-—1'1l obey. ' Exitumns. 
Bell, Come back ! come back / C_ {hall not leave me thus 
| Let Fathers Curſe, and Jealous Husbands Rage, 
| 
| 


Love has a force that oan ſurmount the World. 
Enter Borgia. 

If then 'tis deſtin'd that you muſt be gone, 
And leave me to the Arms of Cruel 
Borg. Ha ! but obſerve: there may be more in this. 

Bell. If we two Lovers, whom for tenderneſs 
The World can never match, mult part for everw—— 
Gand. O, that for ever ! 

Berg. It's Apparition all ; 

| By Heav'n, « Dream; | (wear, a v.ry Dream, 
| Bell, Yet take, Orake this dying farewel with thiee : 
And whomſoc're thy Padion ſhall Ef; , 
, Remember ! O Remember this, hs yew me : 
| No Man was ever ſo by Woman lov'd, 
As thou Palente art by Bellamira. 
| Gazd. Stop there; for to go on will give me Death. . 


O! thou ha utter'd Sounds of ſuch « train 


As Nature cannot bear : like utmoſt Muſick, 
D 
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Which while it charms the Senſe, makes chill the Blood. 
No more ! for by my glimmering joys, I fear 
Thow'lr fing my foul to Everlaſting Sleep ! 

Borg. Then let me wake you, 

Bell. O Heav'ns ! we are undone ! 


Borg. Start not, nor weep not ! beauteous Bellonire ! 


For there is nothing toward you, but well ; 
Fortune her ſelf now ſmiles on your deſign, 
And Heav'n and Earth conſpire to make you happy : 
Theſe Mourning Habits on your Wedding Day, 
Had chance not guided me to hear your Loves, 
Would have berray'd the ſecret 
Gand, O Brother ! what muſt I expeR ? I know nox 
Whether I ought to hope or fear, 
ay 2_0-096 SOON 
For curſt js he that parts whom Heav'n has joyn'd : 
I ſtand convinc'd that Love has made you one ; 
And may thoſe Chaſter Fires that warm your hearts, 
Vie with the Stars for Immortaliry=——— 
Gond. Speak it again, again confirm this goodneſs, 
For one ſo Noble ſure this World contains not : 
O! 'tis too lixtle but to name him Noble, 
For fuch a Soul aſpires above the Clouds ; 
So great, Kihereal, and ſo God-like fram's, 
He muſt look down on Kings ; ſuch vaſt compaſſion, 
Such an unheazd magnificence of Mercy 
Aa we muſt both adore : Kneel, Bellamire, 
For 'tis a God we talk with. 
Borg. O you muſt not. 
Methinks fair Bellanirs, who ſill anſwers 
With the accuſtom'd Language of her 'Fears, / 
Methinks you ſhauld have told me all this while, 
Your Beauties were not doom'd for Ceſar Borgia- 
"Tis true, Toften fear'd by your reſerv'dnefs, - 
Your Heart muſt be ingag'd-—- Or thou, Palente, © 
Had'ft thou but told me when I woo'd her firſt, 
How many ſighs and ſorrows hadſt thou fav'd me ! 
Iwould not then bave launch'd, but yielded up 
The Noble Fraight, this more than Indie» Treaſure, 
And given thee all my intereſt in ber Father. 
Gend. Alas / Tfear'd ! 
Borg. I hold you Sir excus'd: 
, May you be happy as your Souls can wiſh ; 
But I mult beg you from. this place retire 
For your own ugtereſt ; Orſon here 


* 


<A rao 


— T_T 


<m- Proago... oY. 4a abi... ey <3. 


C0 i & v ( A, v 
Entreated me fo » welt is and "if now 

this day, r my Marriage, 
eau break the buſineſs of your Loves. 
Yet doubt not, O molt happy lovely Pair, 
But Care and Time ſhall perfe& all your Wiſhes: 

Gend. Give me your Arm : Thad deſign'd. this Morning, 
Made deſperate wich my griets, —_— your Ear 
With all the progrels of my ruin'd paffion : 
I thought that you would ſtorm, ang uſe me ill, 
And had defign'd I know not what to forfeit 
My life, rather than loſe my Bellamirs : 
But you have o prevented NCu——y 
. No more. 
How, faireſt Bellamirs ! not one word ? 
Am l ordain'd the Proxy of your Love, 
Wichout the Breath of thanks ? 
Bell, The bounteous Heav'ns | 
Rain on your head whole Deluges of mercies, 
For this great goodneſs ! Hear me, oh ye Powers, 
Hear me upon my knees ; where-e're he goes, x 
Guard him with bleffings ! give him his own wiſhes : 
© Oo Wars he pals, DC 
owing Conqueſt dwe is Arms ; 

Let ac bs bhck of Valour, 
And gallant a&ts, to the old Ramen Greatneſs ; 
And when at laſt in Tri he returns, 
May all the fighing Virgi his way, 


And with new Garlands Crown his coming Glory. ['Ex. with Gandia. 


Enter Machiavel. 


Matb. Something's diſcover'd, and I gueſs the buſineſs! 
My Lord, you're wanted, andche beauteous Bride, 

Borg. I charge thee name her not upon thy life. 
Here, tear, tear off theſe unbecoming Garments, 
Get me my Horſe, and bid my Arms be ready 
Yes, Machiavel, with to morrows dawn, ' 
Thou ſhalt behold me in another Dreſs, 
Breathing Defiance to theſe ſofter Wars. 

Mech. But why, Sir! why ? how comes this ſudden change ? _ 
Why have you charg'd me that I ſhould nor ſpeak 
Of Bollonirs? ; 

Borg. Cruel Machiavel ! 
Why doſt thou bring the fatal Charmer back, 
Whom I would drive for ever m5 
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Mach. This wondrous alteration of your humour, 
Muſt fore ari;e from ſome as wondrous cauſe. 
Have you diſcover'd ought ? 
Bag. A'l, all's diſcover'd ; 
And ſuch «n aver {ight in thee; but where, 
Whe:e now is thy profound Sagacity ? 
Where ail thy D:pofrions, Promiles, 
\Varrauts, Ingagements that ſhe ſhould be mine; 
Chaſtty, religiouſly, devow!'y miae ? 
Mach. And i« {he not ? 
Borg. By, Heav'n quite oppoſite : 
A'l that my buding heart prefag'd to thee * 
B. fore, has happen'd ; happen'd in ſuch manner, 
As quite out went my own Imagination, 
Mach, Whu-e&re he is that has ſupphanted pou, 
By your juſt rage he was a ſecret Villain, 
The clo{clt Traytor that ere plotted miſchief, 
And juſtly has deſcrv*d the ſtab you gave b'm 
Borg. How, Machiavel? ha, didit thou talk of ſtabbing ? 
Mach. 1 neither think, nor know what's your integtion, 
But that's your Covntries Cuſtom in ſuch caſes ; 
' Blades, Sir, when I did diſcourſe you laſt, 
You fell into Convulſions of Deſpair, 
With mentioning the very name of Rival, 
And thunder'd out whole Volleys of revenge. 
Borg. True Macbiavel : but could not thi my Rival 
Shuuld prove my Brother. 
Mach. Ha ! 
Borg. Raiſe, raiſe me Heav'n, 
S»ims other Man that dares to rake her from me, 
To ſnatch the only Braury I can love, w 
And at the Alrar too, from my imbraces ; 
If { not end him, though he were Imperial, 
Ev'n in the middle of his Guards 
Mach. Your Brother ! 
And tave you Confirmation that ſhe loves him 2? 
Borg. Why dolt thou wonce: ? I both ſw and heard ; 
Heard all his Vows, and her moſt paſſionate Anſwers : 
She loves him : Yes, theſe curſed Rem-mbrancers, 
Thele cycy have ſeen it. O ! ſhe dotes on him, 
Feeds on his looks—eyes him, as pregnant Women 
Gaze ay the precious thing their Souls are ſet on, 
Mach. And you pcrhaps will bear it frum a Brother 
With all the meckneſs of an Anchorite, 
A man of quite another World ! you'd beſk 
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Go to the Wars, be ſhot, and leave this Brother 
The Heir of all, fole Darling of the Pope, 

Borg. Tircertain, that I ſeem's to all appearance 
Mild-and relenting ; b«gg'd 'em leave me here, 
That I might think | 
Mach. Thiok ! by your Holy Father, 
You have no blood, no foul, nor fpirir left ! 
The Genius of your Houſe muſt bluſh at this ; 
A Brother ! why, ſo much the more a Villain. 
Borg. O Machiavel ! 
Mach. O Conſcientious Borgia! 
By all that's great, it is in him Hat Inceſt , 
There's for your Conſcience, if you will have Conſcience, 
She was betrath'd yours by her Father's Will, 
Publiſh'd to the World, and what elſe makes a Marriage ? 
And tor a Brother thus to undermine you, 
And carry it too? Are you Italian born ? 
Begot by one? O, maker not a doubt, 
I grieve, | groan, lam mad to fee you thus! 
What, to be made the talk, the jeer of Rome, 
As once you were at Paris by Charlotts : 
No I'l revenge thee! cold as thou art and dead / 
And may this Steel be ſheath'd in Machiavel, 
If that the treacherous Duke of Gendie ſcape me. 
Borg. Come back, 1 ſay; for-what is to be done, 
I'll act my ſelf, Where was |? or where am |? 
No Mecbiavel, thou know'ſt *ris not my Conſcience 
That lers the. Villain live : I think thou haſt heard 
The fatal Jars w'have had about my_Siſter : 
For I remember, being in her Bath, 
And by her Women told we were-at words, 
She ran in haſte half naked to the Pope, 
Who came to part the fray ; and ſwore in fury, 
With horrid Imprecations, who-e're fell 
By th'ochers hand, he never would have mercy 
On the Surviver. This, my Machiave!, 
Is Borgia's Conſcience For to do a murder, 
And not be ſafe, is Driinkards policy. 
Mach. What then is your intent? 
Borg. To follow Nature : 
For ſo do Flames that burn, and Seas that drown ,, 
Yes, Machiavel, and care not what comes on't: 
So when ſecurity, and black eccaſign £ 
Point me to death, I will be rough as thaſe, ,; 
And blood him, till be changes to a Ghoſt : ,, 


[ Bxiturns- 


Yet 


- 24 "CASAR" BORGTIA. 
| Yet ſince my Fathers threats bar preſent muver, 
| I'll find, a way to rack him. 
Mach. Ha! you theanwon— 
To take again your beauteous Prize ; that is 
The lovely Bellamirs ſtill retains 
Some holds about your heart. 
Borg. O, 'tis confels'd ; 
And howſoe're my Tongue has plaid the Braggart, 
She Reigns more fully in my Soul thao ever: k 
She Garrifons my Breaſt, and Mans againſt me 
Even my own Rebel thoughts, with thouſand Graces, | 
U Ten thouſand Charms, and new diſcover'd Beauties. 
O! hadſt thou ſeen her when ſhe lately bleſt me, ; 
What tears, what looks, and languiſhings ſhe darted ; 
Love bath'd himſelf in the diſtilling Balm : 
And oh the ſubtle God has made his entrance 
Quice through my heart z be ſhouts and triumphs too, 
And all his Cry is Death, or Bellamire. | 
Mach, Why ! this is like the Spirit of your Father. 
You bring his graceſul vigour juſt before me, 
| 


Juſt, juſt as firſt he wore the triple Crown, 
Juſt fo he walk'd, juſt with that fiery Movement ; 
So ſparkled too his eyes! ſo glow'd his Cheeks. 
Nor fear Pelente, when ſhe's in your Arms, 
When ſhe perceives the fervour of your paſſion 
Panting upon her naked Breſt for Merc 
Borg. Sighing, as if | bye a as burſt ; 
And gaſping, Machiavel hs pangs were on me. 
Mach. Now ſtealing to her Lips, Iotv'd in Tears, | 
And preſſing cloſe, bur ſoftly to her fide ; 
, O why, why, gentle Bellanre ! 
Then with a ſudden ſtart let looſe your love; 
Graſp her as if you could no longer bear it ; 
Claſp her all Night, and ſtifle her with Kiſſes : | 
O, there are Thouſand ways / - , 
@ , 2=s Ten Thouſand Thouſand ; | 
Millions, and infinite, yet add to thoſe, 
Oo. '<n all; LENS Gn 
my Eyes, though 7 Palate 
—_— ugg O expeRtation burns me! | 
| O Bellaire ! heart ! how ſhe does inflame me ? 
g," Mech, Then there's no need of warlike preparations ? 
. Talk no more of War, for now my Theme's all Love : 
ar like Winter vaniſhes ; 'ris gone, 
Fe wraps en 4 
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Dreft in blew Heavens, and breathing Verna! Sweets 
Drops like a Cherwbin in ſmiles before me, 

Mach. Oh, that the World could but behold you thus « 
That Bellemirs ſaw you in this heighg 


Of dazling Paſſion, and ing Fury ! 
We fl like bion wh Gught the bcbier Winid - ins 


"Tis more ; 'tis Paradiſe I go to prove, 
And Bellemirs is the Land of Love: 
I have her in my view ; and hark, ſhe talks, 


| And ſee, about, like the firſt Maid ſhe walks: 


Fair as the Day when firſt the World began ; 
AndI am © 0 CT  [Exeurti 


ACTI. SCENE LIL. 


Enter Aſcanio and Alonzo. 


Lord, this is an At o newly horrid, 

So ghaſtly a contrivance of : 

That Fiends themſelves would ſtart at the Propolal. 

I to do thisz-I, who have bred him up! 

Oh Seraphine i Nurv'd thee in my Boſom, 

To gaſh —_— and tear out both thy Eyes / 

; Aſean, ſums of Gold are order'd to be paid ; 

Malf on your bare conſent : on Execution : 

The whole. Alonzo ! thou haſt no compathon 

When Iatereſt comes in play : Don't I know, 

At the Command of Machiepel, or Bargi, 

Thou would't not ſtick to poyſon ev'n the Pope ? 

Come, come, diflemble not thy Occupation, 

Murder's thy Trade, and Death thy Livelihood ; 

Therefore perform this a& of fpritzly Vengeance, 

And I'll Create'thee Noble 
. *Tis fure, e're long, when I have ferv'd their turn, 

They will end me too, for fear of talking ; 


\ Therefore, my Lord, how.e're my Conſcience ſtings me, 


For 'tis moſt true, I love the Innocent Boy ; 
Send home the Gold —— 
Aſcax. Thou ſhalt along with me ; 
I will not ſend, but pay it thee in hand, 
Full Twenty Thouſand Crowns—Why, what a ſum is that ? 
Full Twenty Thouſand Crowns! | 
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Why, 
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by, I'will tell thee, there are Rogu: s in Orders, 

Monks, Froers, Feſuites, that would kill their Fathers, 

Raviſh cheir Mothery, cat their Brothers and Siſters, 

For half the ſum : what, twenty thouſand Crowrs ! 

Away, away ! Come, come, pull out his eyes, 

And make a Cupid of the lirtle Baſtard. 

I (wear thou ſhait 5 what, twenty thouſand Crowns ! 
Alenz. My Lord, 1 am Charm'd, 


Enter Machiavel end Adorna. 


Aſcen. My good Lord L. 
Mach. My Noble "wa of 
Now; my Adorns, now rhetime is coming, 
When thou ſhalt Rival ev*a the Queen o Lore 1 
For, by arylite, a Biidcgroom like Palantre 
Migir match an Empreis Bur he's thine ; no more. 
I ve ſworn he's thine : "This diy, that gives his Brother 
Thy beuu fbus Coulin, is the Bleſt Fore- -rnnner 
Ot my Adorna's certain happineſs. 
Ader, Heav'n only knows the iſſue of my Fate; 
Bur di4 not love and languiſhing deſire 
Tranſport me from my lelf, 1 ſhould endeavour 
To help the poor deiparing Bellemire. 
Not many hours ago the ran upon me 
With Exraſies, even crying ou! tor Joy, 
In ſpite of Fate, Palate ſhall be mine ; 
Thcn told me allthat you diſcourſt bur now : 
When on that minute cruel Bergie entr'd 
VVith old Orfine, Who commanded her, 
[':h' mid'ſt ot prayers and tears, and ſhrinking ſorrows, 
S:rrait to attend her Husband to the Temple. 
Mach. Excellent ! And how bears Palente this? 
Adorn. So much the worſe, becauſe quire unexpected 
And while | told it in moſt moving terms, 
He: ſtruck his Breaſt, and calt his eyes 10 Heav'n, 
Enquir'd for you ; then talke of blood, and vaniſh'd. 
Mach. | have been ever lince I came to Reme 
A Conhdcnt to both : 1ike the Method, 
The Machine moves exactly to my mind, 
Sails like a Ship well ballaſt through the Air, 
And ploughs the riſing miſchie(s clear before m-:. 
I've heard thee often talk of pretty Lerters 
That palt between Paleve and thy Coulin, 
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Ader. 1 have 'erm all in by her order, 
Mach, Let me peruſe 'em. ks 
Adorn, Will you be ſecret then ? - 
Mach, Away, and fear not, they ſhall make thy Fortune : 
Soon as the Marriage Rites are paſt, we'll meer. Ex. Adorna. 


But lo, they come ! The Duke of Gandia frowns ; 
| fear my Ce/er, and muſt watch heir claſhing, 


Scene draws, and diſcrvers the Progrefi of « Marriage ; 
Aſcgnio, Adrian, Enna, Cardinals, gorng before , Orluno followuny : 
Bellamira ſupported by two Virgins i= White : Borgia folow'd by 
Vitellozzo, Alonzo, &c. 


Gand. Sir, I muſt ſpeak with you. 
Borg. "Tis inconvenient. 
Gand, "T's not our firſt of Jars. Remember Lacrece, 
Our Siſter Lucrece, and be then parſi 
Neceſfity requires yourea | ; 
Borg. For what ? | 
Gand. if you dare walk aſide with me, I'll cell you. 
Borg. After the Prieft, —— }. 
Gend. No Sir—— before the Prieſt ——— 
Fate hovers near us; you ſhall give me hearing. 
Borg. What Boy ! bow ſay thou; fhall /— 
Gand. Yes Sir, you ſhall. 
. No morextor fear we ſhould be over-heard: 
ili ly return upon my Honour : 
Let me but wait Orfno to the Gate, 
And I'll atrend thee 5 on my word I willewn— 
The Prieft ſhall wait till thou have fatizfaRtion. 


Ex. all but Mach. awd Gand | 
Mach, What have you ſaid, my Loid? | 
Gard. Forebear to know ; 
I chink thou lov'ſt me, yet a proof were well; 
And face occaſion now demands a tryal, 
Refuſe not what my Friendſhip (hall enjoyn thee. 
Mech. "Tis granted, though the conlequence be death. 
Gend. Begon, this moment leave me to my ſelf, 
Mach. I apprehend : Let me imbrace you. 
Why ſhall | no you ? but my word'singag'd ; 
Call all thoſe pow'rtul provocations vp, 


Your wrongs, your wry Jn” 
erury 2 
In blood : I go—becauſe you grow impatient. 
No more, but Conqueſt, Death, or Pe naro— \ 
ct 
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by, I will tellthee, there are Rogu:s in Orders, 
fonks, Froers, Feſuites, that would kill their Fathers, 

{ Raviſh cheir Mothery, cat their Brothers and Siſters, 

For half the ſum : what, twenty thouſand Crowrs ! 

Away, away ! Come, come, pull out his eyes, 

And make a Cupid of the little Baſtard. 

I {wear thou ſhait ; what, twenty thouſand Crowns ! 
Alonz. My Lord, 1am Charm'd, -* 


Enter Machiavel and Adorna. 


Aſcan. My good Lord Machiavel. 
Mach, My.Noble Lord, 
The humbleſt of your Servants 
Now; my Adornas, now rhetime is coming, h 
When thou ſhalt Rival ev*'a the Queen of Love; ,. . 
"Tha? my life, a Bidegroom like Palante "£4 
Might match an Empreis Bur he's thine ; no more. 
I've ſworn he's thine : "T bis diy, that gives his Brother 
Thy bevu ious Coulin, is the Bleſt Fore -rnnner 
Ot my Adorna's certain happinels. 
Ader, Heav'n only knows the iſſue of my Fate; 
Burt di4 not love and languiſhing deſire 
Tranſport me from my lelt, I ſhould endeavour 
To help the poor deiparing Bellemire. 
Not many hours ago the ran upon me 
With Exrafies, even crying our tor joy, 
In ſpice of Fate, Palante ſhall be mine ; 
Thcn told me all chat you diſcourſt bur now : 
When on that minute cruel Borgia entr'd 
Vith old Orfine, who commanded her, 
[th' mid'ſt of prayers and tears, and ſhrinking ſorrows, 
Scrait to attend her Husband to the Temple. 
Mach, Excellent ! And how bears Palente this? 
Adorn. So much the worſe, becauſe quite unexpeted 
And while I told it in moſt moving terms, 
He ſtruck his Breaſt, and catt his eyes 10 Heav'n, 
Enquir'd for you ; then talkc of blood, and vaniſh'd, 
Mach. | have been ever fince I came to Rome 
A Conhdent to both : 1like the. Method, 
The Machine moves exactly to my mind, 
Sails like a Ship well ballaſt through the Air, 
And ploughs the riling miſchie(s clear before me. 
I've heard thee often talk of *pretty Letters 
That palt between Palaxe and thy Coulin. 
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Ader, [ bave 'ern all in by her order. | 
Mach, Let me 'em. "Y" 
Adorn. Will you be ſecret then ? he 
Mach, Away, and fear not, they ſhall make thy Fortune : 
Soon as the Marriage Rites are paſt, we'll meer. Ex. Aorna. 


But lo, they come ! The Duke of Gandis frowns ; 
| fear my Ce/er, and mult watch cheir daſhing. 


Scene draws, and diſcovers the Progreſs of a Plately Marriage ; 
Aſcznio, Adrian, Enna, Cardinals, going before , Orluo0 followrng : 
Bellamira ſupported by two Virgins im White : Borgia folow'd by 
Vitellozzo, Alonzo, &c. 


Gand. Sir, 1 muſt ſpeak with you. 
Borg. 'Tis inconvenient. 
Gand, "T's not our firſt of Jars. Remember Lacrece, 
Our Siſter Lucrece, and be then parſwaded 
Neceſfity requires yourea 
Borg. For what ? 
Gand. if you dare walk aſide with me, I'll tell you. 
Borg. After the Prieſt, —— 
Gend. No Sir— before the Prieſt ——— 
Fate hovers near us; you ſhall give me hearing. 
Borg. What Boy ! bow ſay @ thou; fhall /— 
Gand. Yes Sir, you ſhall. 
. No moreztor fear we ſhould be over-heard: 
Pit i ly return upon my Honour : 
Let me but wait OrSno to the Gate, 
And I'll atrend thee 5 0n My word I will=—_— 
The Prieft ſhall wait till thou have fatizfaRtion, 


Ex, al bu Mach. and Gand.. 


Mach, What have you ls, my Loid? 
Gard. Forebear to know 

I chink thou lov'ſt me, nent were well; 

And fiace occaſion now demands a tryal, 

Refuſe not what my Friendſhip ſhall enjoyn thee. 
Mech. "Tis granted, though the conſequence be death. 
Gend. Begon, this moment leave me to my felt, 
Mach. | a ; Ler me imbrace you. 

Why ſhall 1 ve you? but my word'singag'd 3 

Call all choſe pow'rful arp vp, 

Your wrongs, your moſt ignoble i 

To ſteel your am, anddye your Vee) j 

In blood : I go—becauſe you ow impatient. 

No more, but Conqueſt, 
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Yet 1 muſt watch you bereabouts: For Borgia, 

Though skill'd and gallant, yer may meet his Death, 

And that I muſt prevent, for Pl allow no ftroke 

To Chance, though my undautited Hero dares all 

That Man can dare 
Gand. Why comes he not ? 

I know he's brave, Renown'd in Foreign Wars, 

And to his skill in Arms has fuch a Courage, 

As makes a raſh man run upon his rvine: 

Yet in his height of fury T cap dare him, 

My blood defies bim n to death. 

Yes Macbievel, Tl take thy counſel ; 

The word is Conqueſt, Death, or Belanure. 


Enter Borgia. 
Borg. So Sir, you fee | have obey*'d your Summons ; 
You muſt be ſarish'd, though Beauty ſtays, 
Thovgh the Bride ſtays, though Belamire ſtays: 
That is, tho Heav'n with all its waiting glories 
Stops at your call, and ſtands to give you hearing, ) 
Gend. Y*have us'd me baſcly. 
Borg. No. 
Gaxd. 1 fay you have, 
Without a provocation, 
Borg. That were baſe 
Indeed : when unprovok'd I do a wrong, 
May I, —_— urg'd, want due revenge. 
Gend. Y*have falhf'd your word, betfay'd me baſely, 
Betray'd a Brother : O my Stars, = Brother ! 
That would have burſt through all the bars of death, 
And yeilded all things to you, but his Love. 
O, fooliſheyes! bur theſe are your laſt tears, 
And I muſt mend your courſe with blood. 
Bog. He weeps! . 
Was ever ſeen Hypocrilze like this ? 
O thou young impudent and Blooming lyar, 
Who, like our Curtezans. are early praQtiv'd, 
And in their Nonage taught the Arts of Vice, 
But I forgo my temper ————[; this all ? 
You know I am in haſte, and cannot brook 
A longer Conference. ; Ix 
- Gand. I-know you cannot, © © 
But 1 ſhall force you : yes, thou T'yrant Brother, 
Thou that art fallen from all the beight-of glory, 


2Þ CASAR BORGTA. © 


Ex. Mach. 


Aſide. 
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To the low praQtice of the worſt of 
L will revenge the honour thou haſt loſt : 
Nor ſhalt thou paſs to Belemire's Arms, 
Till through my beart thou cutr'ſt thy horrid way. 
Draw then —— 

Borg. 1 will not. 

Gand.*By Revenge and Fury 
Thou ſhalt not paſs but en my Rapiers point. 

Borg. Think not, thou youug Practitioner in Arms, 
That all thy force, thou levell'd at me naked, 

Should ſtop me, if I once reſolv'd my way : 

But Lam calm ; and wiſh thee, for thy ſafety, 

To let me paſs. Thou talk'ft awhile ago 

Of Lucreco——but no more of that —— my Father, 
O, fear'd I not his Thunder which fo ofr 

Has menac'd me if e're I roſe againſt thee, 

Long, longe're this, had'ft thou been duſt ; even now 
For that abuſe which late thou gav'ſt my car, 

For that abhorr'd Conception of my Siſter, 

For that damn'd mention, by the loweſt Hell, 

And by the burning Friends, thou ſhould'ft be Aſhes. 

Gand. Bluſh not, nor purſe thy threatning Brow, but draw 
And dare not to deſpiſe the weakeſt arm 3 
That trickles with Juſtice, Yes, upon thy breaſt 
Flate, and haughty as rhou carrieſt ir, 

I doubt not but my Sword ſhall write thee Traytor, 

Borg. No more: O ttat I had 

Some one Renown'd, and winter'd as my ſelf, 

T” encounter like an Oak the rooting Storm / 

But thou art weak, and to the Eanb wilt bend, 
With my leaſt blaſt thy Head of Bloſſoms down : - 
if by thy hand [ fall (as whoe're div'd - . 

So deep in Fate, but ſometimes was deceiv'd ? ) 

I do bequeath thee more than allmy Dukedoms, 
Far more indeed than Worlds, my beauteous Bride ; 
But it I conquer thee, and ſhew thee mercy, 
Never love more ; nor after I am marri'd, 

Dare for thy Soul to ſpeak of Bellaire. 

Gand. I thank thee, and accept the terms with Joy, 

O_ blood muſt ratifie « And bere | ſwear, 
It vanquiſh'd by thy Arm (though Death, 1 Y 
Will, more than A ——— td | 
Forever to renounce all Claim, and yield 
By wy Erernal ablence Bellannire. : | 
B»g. Come on then : —_— Glory ſtecll 
2 
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Thy unfleſh'd arm : think on this moment 
Thy whole life's Joy, or worſe than Death, Deſpair 5 
I would not win ſuch Beaury without Blood : 

Bur as the brave Goenſalvo, =_ hor, 

Mov'd not at all, nor chang'd his mighty Look ; 
As if the Gallantry of fuch dengeanour 

Could charm coy Viftory to raiſe the Seige :. - 

So would I with my blood diſtilling down, 
Anſwering her tears, lead Bellomire on, * 

And woo her at the Altar with my wounds. , 


Gand No more. 
Agreed. The word is Belamirs.— Fizhe, Gandia 
Hold, hold Palente, for thou bleed Rt. , » wounded, 
Gaend. A (cratch. 
Borg. My Father crys out, ſave him on thy life, Fight ag ain. 
Gard. Guard well thy life. Borgia # woundsd 
on the Arm, but 
Enter Machiavel.  Gifarms Gandia, 
Mich, What means this noiſe of Arms ? 
Why theſe Swords drawp ? what now, my Lords, 
Roth wounded ? 8 Borgia throw: Gan- 
Ey Heav'n, I ſwear, you ſhall proceed no further, dia bir Sword, 


Borg. 'Tisnow too late to tell thee how we quarrell'd, 
Look to his wound : ſoon as the Cure's perfornt'd, 
Fil ſerve the Duke of Gendia with my Fortune, 
But far from Reme; for he has agreed 
Never to ſee my Bellamirs more. 
For me—T|l 10 the Temple | | mt 
Mach. My Lord, you bleed. 
The Skin's but rac'd: 
Would it were deep in the moſt motral parr 
$o Bellemirs, when the blood gulh'd forth, 
Would fink upon my breaſt, and ſwear ſhe lov'd me. 
But that's too much to hope ; what e're is doom'd, 
i ſwear this night to graſp the conquer'd Prize : 
Yes, yes, Palawe, hear, and fly tor ever ; 
All the white World of Bellamirs's Beaury 
This Night I'll travel o're, to feaſt my Love ; 
The Little Glutton ſhall be gorg'd wich Revels, 
He hall be drunk with ſpirits of delight ; 
Wich all that amprous wiſhes can inſpire, 
And all the Liberties of looſe defire, [ Exit. 
Gand, [ll after him, and at the Altar end bim. 


War't avt enough. to wound and ranquiſh, mes, 


IG _—_ 


| 


Abandon this loath'd World. 
Mach. You muſt retire, W413 1 
Gand. 1 will devote the fad remains of life 


To the bleſt Company of holy men ! 


Learn ation, and the dregs of life 
Purg'd off, taſte clearer and more ipri joys, 
Partake their tranſports in thepbri 
See opening Heav'ns, and the 
Then as I view the dazling tracks of Angels, 
Sigh to my heart, and cry, ſee there, and there, 
In full perfe&tion thouſand Bellemir's. 

Macb. My Lord, your wound bleeds faſt, . 

Gand. O Machiavel ! 
When I aro ſhut for ever from the World, 
Thou tenderſt-hearted, gentleft, beft of Friends, 
Wilt viſit me ſometimes : I know thou wile; 

Mach. Why do you droop thus ? lean upon my Arm : 
All hall be well. Yes, I will fod a way, 
In ſpite of Fortune, yet to heal your ſorrows, 
And pour the Balm of Bellamirs's tears 


Upon your wound. 
Gend. Could I tut ſee her once 


Bevore I dic / 


Mach, Once, Twice, '« Hundred times z 
Doubt not, you ſhall ; but haſte ro your Apartment, [ Ex, Gandia: 
Methinks if miſchief had but this to vyaunt, 
That, like a God, none knows ber bur her ſelf, 
Ie were h to mount her o're the World. 
I love my felt; and for m ſelf, Llove 
is my Prince : Who not love himſelf ? 
love's the Univerſal Beam of Nature, 
The Axle-tree that darts th all ics Frame : 
And he's a Child in thought, fears the ſting 
Of Conſcience ; and:will rather loſe himElt, 
Than make his Fortune by another's 
Conſcience, the Bug-bears roar, the bow), 
Our Infant laſh and whip of Education. 


Enter Adorna. 
My Genius, my Love, my little Angel, 


is - . SUORGT 

Haſt thou the Letters ? © £0) 
Adorn. Firſt, my Lord, an - 

If I have breath to utter, let me teiyou, 

Never was Marriage folemniz'd like this. - 


Mach. Go on. - th a4 | 
Adorn, The Bride in Mourning Wbes wis led, 
Or rather born like a pale Courſe along ; 
I faw her when ſhe firlt approach'd the Temple, 
How, ruſhing from the arms of thoſe that beld ber, 
She threw har Body on the Marble ſteps, 
When ftrait the Bridegroom withre kindled Face 
Draw near, and bluſhing, ftxttht his bibady Arm, 
Wrapt in a Scarf, and gave it to the Bride ! 
Then, bowing, wiſh'd the Prieſt perform his Duty. . 
Mach. What follow'd 2 
Adorn. Urg'd, or rather brib'd before, 
The Prieſt, at Old Orfino's Intercethon, 4 
Soon joyn'd their Hands : all from the Temple haſte, 
Orſmo and his Son in deep Diſcourſe, 
And Bellamirs blind with weeping, led 
This way. 
Mach, 1 am glad on't, for I wait to ſpeak with ber. 
Prithee produce the Letters : Come, I know 
Thou hait '@n : nay, 'tis thy own iatereſt, 
Adorn, Se& Bellamira encers: ſtay ſome time, 
And ['ll diſcover to your own delire. 


Enter Bellamira. 


Mach. Madam, I would entreat a word in private, 
Bell. Can miſery, like mine, be worth diſcourſe ? 
Mach. The dead are only happy, and the dying : 
"The dead are till, and laſting ſlumbers hold 'em ; 
He, who is near his Death, but turns about, 
Shuffles a while ro make his Pillow eaſe, 
Then flips into his Shroud, and reſts for ever. 
Bells. My Mind preſages, by the bloody hand 
That ſeiz'd me at the Altar, ——= 
Mach, In their Nonage 
A Sympathy unuſual j»yn'd their loves ; 
They pair'd like Turtles, ſtill together drank, 
Together cat, nor quarrell'd for the choice: 
Like T wising-ſtriams both from one Fountain fell, 
And as they ran, ſtill mingled (miles and tears : 
But ob, when Time had (well'd their Currents bigh, 
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This boundleſs World, this Ocean did divide *rn, 
had con oy ever they have loft each other. 
Bella. For ever ! Oh the horrour that invad 
Thou ſeem'ſt to imitate ſome ' amy? 
I charge thee ſpeak, how fares the of Gandia? 
Not anſwer me! why doſt thou ſhake thy Head, 
And croſs thy arms, and turn thy eyes away ? 
Has there been ought betwixt my Lord and him 2 
Mach. There has, they f \ 
Bells. The Cauſe, the Curſed Cauſe 
Stands here, before thy eyes ſhe ſtands to blaſt thee : 
I know 'tis thus ; Borgie for me was wounded ; 
And, oh my fears! by his relentleſs band, 
Perhaps that poor deſpairing loſt Palewe 
Is nyſerably lain : If it be fo, 
Spite of my Father, I'll renounce my Vows, 
Forgo, for{wear all comforts in this life, 
And fly the World. 
Mach, Would I were out on't; 
Nothing but traud and cruelties reign here. 
He is not ſlain : but, as bis Surgeons bode, 
I fear him much. Oh wowlld you be fo kind 
To ſee the Wounds he ſuffers for your ſake, 
And charm his pains but with one parting view 
Before your Lord return,m— 
Bella. Alas! I dare not! 
, Mach. He graſpt me by the wriſt, and weeping, vow'd 
*T would be a Heav'n, a Lightning in his Grave, 
Where elſe he muſt for ever lye unpiti'd. 
Now on my Soul, you muſt, you to ſee him, 
Who ballancing the Scales of life, 
Lies in your way : a glance, one grain of favour 


Turns him from Death. Come, come, you muſt have mercy : 


Madam, I'll wait and intercept your Lord. 

Bella. A Viſit ! jult our Marriage too 
But 'tis the laſt that he ſhall c&'re receive ; 
Therefore I'll go ; Nature, Compathon, Fate ; 
And Love, far more tyrannical than thoſe, 
Forces me on : I feel him here ; he throbs, 

And beats a Mournful March. 

Mach. Fear not, away : 


[ll guard the paſſage : look not back, bur haſte. [&x. Bellamira, 


It 1 gemember tory well, old Reme 
W.as free from all this weakneſs of the mind ; 


For Women ! oh bow {lightly were they thought of, 


of, 
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When the great Cato gave his Friend his Wite, 
To breed him his Heirs, becauſe ſhe yas a Teemer 
And after he was dead, again rectivr'd her. 
This was Before the Vandals made us Slaves, 
Who mingling with our Wives, begot a Race 
That nothing hotds of the old Lyon, Glory. 


Enter Borgia. * 


But huſh, more work, and now Iam compos'd. 
Borg. Welcom, wy beſt of Friends, my Machiave/! 
Let me unlade on thee wy fraught of joy; 
Far Bellamira's mine, ber Vows are mine ; 
Her Father gave her, and the\Holy man 
Has liak'd our Hands: Forrune perhaps, e're long, 
May Joy our hearts: However, dearly bought, 
I fay, {he's mine. 
Mach. However, dearly bought / 
Borg. True Machiavel, moſt dearly 5; but alas, 
He that would reach the Mine, muſt burſt the Quarry, 
And lab-ur to the Center-—— Ha—thou'rt cold; 
S'art from this Lethargy, and tell me why, 
Why doft thou ſhake my joys with that ſtern look ? 
Speak, for to mie thy Face is as the Heav'ns, 
And, when thou ſmil't, 1 cannot fear a Storm + 
But how thy gather'd brows prognoſticate 
Ill weather : Lightning ſparkles trom thy Eyes 
Speak too, though thunder follow. 
» Mach. On what conditions had the Prince his life ? 
Borg. It was agreed berwixt us folemaly, 
And bound by Oath, that he was ſubdu'd 
Should never ſpeak ro Bel/amirs Tnore. 
Mach. | am fſatisfi'd. 


Berg. O Machiavel ! is this friendly, 
To hide the Cauſe of thy diſorder trom me ? 
Thou faid'ſt, I am fatihed ; but at-that moment + 
1 ſaw two furies leap from thy red Eyes, 
That faid thou'rt not, thou art not fatisf'd. 
This coldnefs of thy Carriage ! this dead ſtillnels 
Makes me more 2pprehend than all the noiſe 
That mad-men raiſe : Speak then, but do not blaſt me , 
Speak by degrees, let the Truth break away 
In oblique founds ; for if it come direly, 
I fall at once, fplir, ruin'd, daſh'd for ever, 
So little am I Maſter of my Paſhion. 


CASH 
Mach, Therefore | dare nor. tell you. 
. Bog. Therefore "tis horrid, ab ? ” 
Monſtrous! *tis ſo; therefore thou darſt not tell me : 
Bur ſpeak ; though tremMling thus from head to foot, 
I will be calm, preſs down the riſing ſighs, 
And ſtifle all the ſwellings in my beart : 
I will be Maſter far as Nature can. | 
Mach, It that you knew ſuch Fire was in your temper 
And thus would burn you up, why would you marry ? ; 
Borg. Becauſe refiſtleſs Love ! refiſtiels Beauty 
Hurry'd me on. But ſpeak, thou fav'it me of, 
If thou haſt Senſe of Honour, tell me Maechiavel ! 
Speuk, I conjure thee, as thou art my Friend. 


- 


oa 


Mach. The fault's not great, and you may pardon it; : 
Yer 'twas a fault, 1 think : where did you leave , 
Your Bride ? , 


Borg. Why doſt thou ask ? I know not where: 
This way they led her; and as | petſwaded* 
Orfme, though unwilling, judg'd it fir 
She ſhould retire again to. her Apartment, 
That her tull grief might have « time to waſte. 
Mach, She is retir'd, wy Lord. 
Borg. Ha ! whither ? ſpeak : 
She is retir'd where ſhe ſhould not retire ! 
'Tis true, moſt plain, moſt undeviable, 
I know it by the faſhion of thy Wit, 
Thy accent ſwears it; mouth thy Tale no more, 
But fay diftinftly whicher ſhe's retir'd: 
I charge thee, pray thee, and conjure thee, ſpeak, 
For what, with whom, and on what new occaſion ? 
Mach. you have a Brother. | 
Borg. O the prejur'd Trayror? 
I have / what then? 
Mach. She's with bim now. 
Borg. With whom 8 1 
Mach. Why wich the Duke of Gendis ; with your Brother 
Paiente, Son, or Nephew to the Pope. 
Borg. What Bellamire with him ? Ponyards ! Doggers! 
Mach, This way, but now, | ſaw her come in haſte ; 
Whether ſhe gu{?d rhe matter by your Wound, 
I know nor, but with faultring ſpeech ſhe ask'd 
How far'd Palowe, if he were ia being ? 
Whereon | nothing mus'd, bur jn R_ 
With moderation, told ber wharl z 
But had you ſeen the ſtarts and ſtops ſhe made ! 


F 
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Berg. No doubt ſhe did ; Ten Thouſand Curſes, oh — 
Go on + for yet lama fangleſs Liqn. 
Mea:':. H1d you but heard when firſt his Wound | mentiqn'd, 
How ſhe ihrick'd our ; how oft ſhe forced we ſwear, 
Ard (wear, and (wear again, it was not mortal / 
Bmyg. Undone tor ever! O deftruftion kize her ! 


Mach But when I told your burr, ſhe ſeem'd ſcarce griev'd, 
And k flening forrow yielded to attention ; 


] do not fay the Harly did rejoice, 
But fore | am, ſhe fanil'd, and rouch'd my Hand, 
And begg'd me, if you,came this way, to hold you 
ln talk, while 10 the lick ſhe made a vilit. 
Borg. Thy Boſom be my Grave ; bear me a while 
Or 1 thall bucſt. O Bellamira! Oh ! | 
Mach. Raiſe, raiſe your ſelf. Ha, Prince ! is this zhe Fire 
We t:ar'd but now, that moſt traniporting fary ? 
B»g. No more 'tis gone: Q Marriage! now I fnd thee , 
Thau coſtly Feaſt, on which with fcar we feed, 
As if each Golden Diſh we taſte were poiſon'd ; 
Where, by the fatal Tyranny of Cuſtom, 
Our Honour, like a Sword juſt pointing o're us, 
Hangs by a Hair. Ha! but ic comes, 'tis faln /? 
Like « forked Arrow ſtuck into my Skull. 
No more: Iam deaf as Adders, and as deadly : 
Mercy | no more ! thy Voice is quite uacharw'd ; L 
All py thus be dry'd from my weak Eyes : 
Here will ] look my Mothers (ottneſs off, 
And gaze till Southern Fury ſteels my Soul, 
Till 1 am all my Father till his Form, 
All bloody o're from Head to Foot with ſlaughter, 
Skims o*'re my pollifh'd Blade, in frowns to baſte me, 
Mach. What mean you, Sir ? 
Borg. I know not what my ſelf! 
Off trom my Arms z away. I ve oftentimes heard 
Art Princes Murders, Monſtrous Births forbode ; 
The Heavens themſelves raia Blood : Why, let it raio / 
It my Heart holds her , with this hand 
Fl twell the Purple Deluge. Vengeapce Death and Vengeance. [_Zxit. 
Mach. No, my brave Warrior ! 'tus not gone fo far: 
"Theſe tarts are but the haſty Harbi 
To the flw Murder that comes dragging on : 
The Miſchict's yer but young, an tone F : 
"Tis the firft brawl of new-born 
But 1 have M-chiavellian Magick here 


Shall purſe this Brood of Hell to ſuch perſeQion, 


*« # —_ 
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As ſhall &'re long become the Devil's Manhood : 
But hark / the Noiſe approaches, and the time 
Pur's mg in mind of” Bellanire's Letters ooo 


Enter Borgia, Bellamira, Gandia 


. Furies and Hell! yer &'re thou dy'f, proud Villai 
Let ans demand has how than ih het | _—_ 


| 


y hand thus Blade 
fe will let me hold, and force thee bear me, 
darft thou 


Th forego my Pon 
Bells. No: draw it, Cruelz let thy Hood? Deeds 


Bur thus will wound my elf, or quits difarm thee. * 
Now you (hail bear me. X 
Borg. & this poſſible ? 
Ha ! Borgis! where ! where is thy Fury now 7 
Where thy Revenge * O Woman in perfeQion ! 
Thou danling Mixture of Tea Thouſand Ciror's, 
In one bright heap caſt by ſome budling God, 
How gdar'tt thou venture thus ? how dar'ſt thou do this ? 
Yet heave thy Breaſts, pant, breathe, and think on mercy ? 
Bella. My As have ſhown the care indeed I take 
Ts ſave my life : No, Prince, not for my own 
1 would be heard, but for your innocent Brother's, 
Palante. 
Borg. Hal Polants | Yes, I know thee, 
There hangs thy Joy, thy Pulſe, thy Breath ard Motion, 
Blood, Life and Soul, thy Darling-Bleffing*s bere, 
And more than all the joys of Heaven hereafter. 
O World of Horror ! O Contagien, on , 
The Day when farſt I faw thee. ; 
| 2 
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Bel/s, Would you but hear ; 4 
Borg. Come of, 1 fay ! tear thy ſcarPd wound tear't up, 
With theſe di{t ling drops ; c<me glut thy Eyes, 
Glut%em with Biood ; for Borgie's Blood's thy Joy ; 
For fay——— When at the Altar I ſtood bleeding; 
Speuk Tygrets, barbarous Wyetch, thou ſhe Palente, 
[51d | thou once asKthe occaſion of my Wound ? 
Nu———— I remember thy uneafſie Carriage, 
How often rhok look'ſt back with longing Eyes ! 
How of: in ſecret thou didſt cyrſe the Prieft, 
"The tedious length of whoſe ſhw Certmanies 
Keot thee from flying to Palante s Arms, 
Gand. Farewel, my Lord ;, think Bellamura guilrleſs, 
And you ſhall never lee Palante more. X 
Borg. Stay Stthewme back, | know your Wound's a trouble ; 
But the reward I mon is worth your waiting, 
Ht re, take him, Bellamira ;=<laſp him ; | 
I g've him thee, as our Phyſicians do. * * 
Pre\cribe |-ft Remedies, to ave thy life 2 
I yive him thee to ſave thy gaſping Soul, 
W hich would be damn'd wi.hout him ; yer obſerve 
There is a Deed that muſt, that ſhall be done 
Pefore you laugh and kils. See here, my boſom, 
Strike, and ſtrike d:ep, deep as Palente burns thee ;, - 
For in thy Heart, ht in thy inmoſt Veins, 
| know the curs d, the too lov'd Traytor lies. 
Gand. | do renounce thy name, and to the Giver 
Rcrort it with an equal Indignation ! 
Borg. Retort it ! what? 
Gand. 'T he name of Traytor, 


Borg, Ha ! | "448 


Provoke me not, leſt as I am, unarm'd, 
I cruſht' ce with my Hands, and daſh thee Dead. 

Bella. Hold off, and hear me ; noble Borgia, hear me ! 
Hear me , my Lord, my Husband, bear me kneeling ; 
Thou, whom the Heav ns have delitin'd ro my Arms, 
Tie c nſ{tunt Partner of my niceſt thoughts, 

Io»von'd ry my Bed, whom I muſt learn to love, 
Ard wil', unle{s you turn my Heart to Stone. 

Borg. Ha ! 4 
N ! {ch ſwetr words ne're (c]! from that fair mouth 
B. tare, nor can I truſt *tm now ! 

Be'la. If you call back 
'TagVengeance which your impicus Vows let Mp, 

I Iwear, thus finking on your Feet, 1 ſwear 


Dy 
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Never from this ſad hour, never to- fee, 
Nor ſpeak, no, nor (if poſſible) tothink 


Of Aa Pa/ente more. 


eg. Goon, goon 3 I ſwear the Wind is rurn'd, 


3 "al thoſe furious and outragious ns 
Now bend another way. _ 
Bella. 1 will hereatrer, 
With ſtrifteſt duty, ſerve you as my Lord, 
And give. you ſigns of ſuch moſt faithful ove, 
That it ſhall ſeem as if we languiſh'd long, 
As if we had been us'>to mingle ſighs, / 
And frem our Cradles interchang'd our Soub ; 
As if no breach had ever. been berwixt us ; 
As if no cruel Father. fore'd the Marriage ; 
I reſigning #s it always yours, 
And you fo mild as it no other proof 
But my diſhonour ere could make you angry. 
Borg. O my heart's joy ! Riſe, Bellamire, riſe / 
There's nothing lefr, nothing of rage to fright thee ; 
Thou haſt new tun'd me, and the trembling firings 
O. my touch'd heart dance to the Inſpiration, 
As if no harſhneſs , nor ao jars had been : 
Had theſe ſweet ſounds but mer my entrance here, 
My phaſtly fears and cloven;jealouſies, 
With all the Monſters that made fick my Brain, 
Had fled (fo foft and artful are thy Rraing,) 
Like ſallen Fiends before the Prophers Charms. 
Be/la. 1 come, 'tis true, my Lord, to fee Palate, 
Bur thovght him on his Death-bed. 
Borg. O, no more / wi 
] do intreut thee-mention that no more x 
Ali's well; and we have mutually forgiven ? 
I love thee, Bellamira ; therefore paſs 
This Errour by z ye, "for thy. ſelf 1 love thee / 
To glut my fancy with thy endleſs Charms, 
And ſnatch the pleaſures of all Womwn«kiad : 
Tt:y fair Repentance, and thy gracefal Vows, 
Have 1u:a'd the cogernels of (worn revenge 
To furious Wiſhe s jor the promis & Jy. 


Enter Orlino, 


on () blaſting ſight! O de kth fo 5 al my T7 yp F; 


Lit CG, thou art vi. Cc, aud I] wil! wa nq.. nger, 


Orfin, Ha ! Traytior Pricce t——» wby, Borgia, dues be live, * 
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Who has him{!f broke all the eyes of blnod? 
Where is the leud Adult'reſs troog my Laughter ? 
For I will ſtab 'em in each others Arms, 

Bag. Hold ! Orfine | for revenge is now 
N » more ; 'Thy Daughter is moſt jnnocent, 
And melts into my Arms. O happy Night ! 
Not to the weary Pilgrim half fo welcome, 
When after many a weary bleeding ſtep 
With-joyful looks he fpics his long'd fer Home, 
Sre, fee, my Lord, the «ftets of our Vexation ! 
Thus comes to the deſpairing Wretch, the glad 
Reprieve : "Tis Mercy, Mercy at the Block : 
Thus the tols'd Seaman, after boiſtergus Storms, 
Lands on his Country's Breaſt ; thus ſtands, and gazes, 
And runs it o're with many a greedy look ; 7 
Then ſhouts for joy, as I ſhould do, ard makes 
The Ecchoing Hills and all the Shoars refound. | 

OrJm. Now Blefſings on thy Heart ; more Bleſſings on thee, 
Than, on thy Diſobedience, Curſes. Take him, Girl, : 
And lay him to thy heart ; the warmeſt Gift 
That Nature, or thy Father, can beſtow !—— 

Gand. Farewd, thrice happy Lover ! never ſhall 
This Wretch again diſturb you. Bellemire, 
O Beliamirg onne—_— 

Be'la. O farewell, for ever / 

Borg. Why doſt thou weep ? and pour into my wounds 
New Ol to make 'em blaze? 

ls. I've done, my Lord ; 

Let mz but dry my Ey«s, and I will wait you, 
To Death, or to your Bed=—— 

Borg. O ill compar'd ! 
Be conſtahe Bellamira to thy Vows, 
So ſhall we ſhine, as in the in-moſt Heav's ; . 
The fixt and brighteſt Stars with filent glory, E 
Where never Storm, nor Lightnings flaſh, nor ſtroak if 
Of Thunder c:m*s; bur it you fail in ought, 
Then ſhall we fall like the caſt Angels down, = 
Never to riſe again : 'Therefore I warn thee —— 

Bell. Fear not, my Lord. 

Borg. O! Imaſt fear my temper ; 
But 7 will purge it off with relolutjon, 
And with a confidence thou wilt be mine - 
For ſhouldſt thou not: Hence Gorgon Jealoulic ! 
Cam'ſt thou vncall'd to. ſer me. on the Rack ? 
Be goae, I fay, ſhe's chaſte, and 7 dehe thee. 


[ Exit. 


| CHSOAROBORGTE » 
O plague me, Heaven? me with all the woes 

That man can ſuffer + my poſleffions , 

Shipwrack my far-ſought in the Haven ; 

Fire all my Cities, burn my Dukekoms down, 

Let midnight Wolves how! in my Deſert Chambers : 

May the Earth yawn + ſhatter the frame of Nature ; 

Let the rack'd Orbs in Whirlwinds round me move, 

But fave me from the rage of jealous Love. [ Exec. 


— a —_ 


ACT IV. SCENEL 
Soft Mufiok, with «n Epithalamium t» Borgia end Bellamira: 
I 


Luſh not redder than the Morning, 
Though the Virgins gave you Sarning 

Sigh not at the chance befel ye, 

Though they ſmile, and dare not tell ye, 


Tz 


Maids, like Turtles, love the Cooing, 
Bill and murmur in their Wooing. 
Thus like you, they flart and tremble, 
And their rroubl d joys difſemble. 


3 


Graſp the plaaſure while 'tis coming, 
Though your Beauties naw are bloomeng ; 
Time «t left your jeys will ſever, 

And they'l pert, they'll part for ever. 


Enter Machiavel and Aflorng. 


Mach.CNAy'R thou, fo loving ? 

4þor1. O! he has got ground 
Beyond all expectation: you ſeen | 
His graceful manner, wheh the fighing Bride . _ 
Was laſt night by your Arms.given to his Bed ; 
When after ſhe was 4aid, quite, drown'd in tears, 
How, aw'd with trembling, .he the Curtains drew, 


" 


42 
And kneeling ET bo her + 45 hi vel 
With which ſhe Rrove to, hide her Bluſhes from him; - 
* And ſighing, (wore upon'r———if fo Grp, 
Tf her cold heart refui'd him utterly, | 
He would forgo his Joys,” though death enſu d. 
You muſe, my Lord. 
Mach. This day attend my Motion : 
Soon 8s/my purpoſe hits, which yeu muſt Do. 
Pl! erain the Bridegroom near Pe/axce's Lodgings ; 
Whence, as you were before by me inſtructed, 
You with this Letter (wbich from all the Pacquen 
I choſs, and notably tuits ouc delign) 
Stall iffue forch, an aft as I infpir'd —— 
Adorn | tear this bulmeſs, | 
Leſt he ſhould kill me : in this height of fury, 
Murder his Brother , or his Innocent Lady. 
Mach. I tell thee, though a Whirlwind, drove him on, 
I'lt makehim calm. The conſequence of this 
I; thine : He drives Plante from rhe Palace, 
Who elſe may linger after Bel/amirs ; 
And then thou know'ſt —— 
Adorn. I will about it reight, 
If 1 ger clear of this, ule me no more, 
For | have ſworn tq ceaſe—— 
Mach. Prithee, be gone —— , 
Uſe me no more : For ſhe has fwcrate ceaſe, [ Ex. Adorna. 
To dip her Lady finger in new mi(chiet-:- - + 
Ye —thou ſhalt ceaſe to live when [have ws'd Tang 
Poor uſelefi thing. —— Bur ſee the Bridegrooms here. 


Enter Borgia.. 


My Lord, I give you joy : yetr notion giver it 
Your wondrous gallantry, and fprightly ation. 
But has ſhe wholly yielded to your wilhes, 
Without the leaſt reſerve ? 


Borg. Oh 1 
I cannot tell thee ought but this, 1 am happy FM 
Above expreſſion, bleſt b:yond all hope ; . * L » 
And ſure ſuch perfe&t joy cannot laſt log, «4 .,C ta I 
Leſt we be O thou great Chymiſt, - try . M 


Who drawſt one - Givk ſo, ſublimely perfect, * 

Thou mak'ft a Dreg of 'all the World belide: * © * 
| Mach, Why, this at firſt I rold you, bur you fear'd, 

And, puſh'd the bleiſiag trom you with boch- hands; ©! 


PR 


I you that ſhe lov'd your Brother firſt 
ow tee y and lindfom, has a Wit p 
" Moſt ſuitable to Womang indination, 
A ſubtle Genius, ſoft and voluble, 
That winds with their diſcourſe, and hits the Vein ; 
Tis true, you are not of this fubtle Mould ; 
But if you have enjoy'd ber, "tis all | 
My life ſhe loves you : ſa the At refolv'd,” 
Leave them to manage. O ye knoW'em dot © 
LA. ng. Dor nag eh y 
orces compliance, in a yours, 
Will make the beſt on'r. | / 
Borg. How Machievel, the beſt on't ! Ha ! how mean'ft thou? 
Mech. Why thus ; ſhe may, ev'n Bellenirs may, 
Spight of her Fathers will, her Vows in Marriage, 
all ber after-Oaths, even in your Arms 
Beſtow her ſelf upon the Duke of Gendis. 
Borg. Ha! 
Mach. 1 ſay not (pardon me!) ſhe does, or will ; 
But to make good my former argument, 
Afﬀirm they may, they can, they will do thus. 
As for example, though your Bellamirs, 
Compell'd as all Rome to this late Marriage, 
Admits you to her Bed ; you cannot think, 
But her Palawe had been much more welcome. 
Borg. Heav'n e- | 
Mach. 'Tis likely too her Fancy workt that Way 
I urg'd before, ſhe took you for Palowe : 
'Tisdark, ſhe ſees you not'4/you are his Brother, 
Form'd in one Womb, of -the ſame fleſh and blood ; 
Therefore ſhe yields as to foreknown Embraces: 
And as you gently draw with trembling arms 
Her nice Beauties to your heaving ; 
She ſhuts her eyes with languiſhing delight, 
And whiſpers to her heart, it is Po/awe. 
Borg. Ceaſe Machiave! ; hold, as thou lov'ſt my life, 
I charge thee hold : O, "tis moſt true I iwear | w 
Thou know'ſt the very depth of Womar-kind : 
They are what thy ination paints 'em, 
Charmers and O, Filrell thee, 
When 1 the chaſteſt, as I thought her theo, 
1 am ſure the ſweeteſt of the Earthy ihbrac'd ——— 
"Twas with complainings, Mechievel \ fuch tremublingy, 
I could bave ſworn ber cold as Winter i\teamsy/ + 
But oh the horrour thou haſt cpojur Cup { 


. "A, 
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Soon as ſoft ſleep. had Ral'd her melting e 
| heard ber figh z for till the morn I wak'd, 
Palants, Oh-——what have we done, Palawe ? 
Mach. By Heav'n, that was too much. 
Borg. O much, much more. - 
For fiealing nearer me ;, her glowing arm, 
Caſt o're my C eck, thrice preſ} me-tqher Breaſt; 
Ev'n that coy arm, fo nicely 
F.miliy grew, and circled iu» my Neck, 
With ul the freedorn of acquainted Love: 
And I too pi i'd her, and thought that Nature 
Work'd her imperfeAly ; but now I know, 
I find, I fee, it was her hearts 
The black contrivance of her blotted Fancy : 
Blood, Blood and Death z. thus has (he ſet me down, 
Throngh the whole courſe of her polluted nights, 
To be her Bawd, ber moſt induſtrious Groom, 
The Drudge of her damn'd Luſt —- P dowe's ſtale — 

Mech Are you incerw'd indeed or do you, Sir, 

Put on this jealous Fit to make ſport ? 

For if fo (mall a Spark thus ems, 

A little more will blow you into Flame : 

Therefore be ſerious in your Anſwer, p—_ 
. Ha! 

Thou know'ſt before my Marriage bow 1 fear'd, 

How when my Honour was ingag'd by Vows, * 

Like Flax my jealous temper caught the Flame , 

And ſcarce could all ber melting forxows quench me, 

Mach. 1 do remember well. 

- But now I have enjoy'd her 5 mark me, Machigve!, 
1, Flux betore, am Powder mw, \ 
And will fly up in general Conflagration : 
For I would chuſe to ſcramble at a Door, 
Make my loath'd Meals out of the common Bucket, 
With Dungemn Vilkins, \wallow in the Stews, 
And get my Bread by poytoning my firm Limbs, 
E'te paſs an hour with her 1bave Efpous'd, 
It bur in thought conſenting with another. 

Mach, Lam glad to find the Genius-of your Climate 
Inflames you thus ; ray Lord, give me your Hand: 
Prepare your Soul, gather your Nubler Spi 
And bid 'um ſtand © Army, like Towns d, 

That muſt receive no Qparter. 

Borg. -Let me go: vs 
So-derpxhou threaten'ſt, that I fegg ey'n thee 3 


pw ikerftnt dp. " 
y ſhould I rack you longer ? your Chaſte Wi 
Has with the help of this hes Rinkroman 
Concluded, on the date of your firſt abſence, 


E_ Brother. 

Borg. "Tis impotfible ! 

"Tis mountainous to Faith ; Ill not believe it: 
For Hell it ſelf - ne*re teem'd with fuch a falſhood. 


Emer Adorna. _ . 


Mech. Ha ——4s live, juſt from Pdlowe now, 
The private way from his Apartment, ee 
Their Emifſary comes. 


Blows to Pelente, and he back to ber : 
Whence com'ſ thou? ſpeak! what bear'ſt thou 2 Ha,produce it, _ | 
Or | will tear thee Limb from Limb. | 
Adoern. O Heav'ns ! . | 
1am betray'd, undone, for ever ruin'd ; and I ſhall loſe my life. 
Borg. Thou ſhalr be ſafe, I ſwear thou ſhalt, if thou confeſs the truth: 
But if thou hide ought from me , I will rack thee, 
Till with thy horrid Groans thou wake the Dead. 
Adorn. O my Lord! | : 
I do confeſs thac Bellanirs ſent me, ** 
iT G 3 F Bur 


F* 0 4 " 6 


But ore > was in. i ho ent bas OP ls ene” Bdh 

None, T7 GEEF) fa 1: 207 Vw 201 Zie 

> i 501670 1 Nt Ur 

None ar'all ; Hell knows her thnocenet/* 2248 2576s | et oh 

But Gs L =3 F- e py. 

Adwn. 1 have, my Lord ly; od. ral | : 
All that T know, to my Lord 012 wh 2 


Bog. Thou ly'ft, damn'd Wretch!' 
how me the Anſwer to the Motning M 
Or Iwillcut thee to Anatomy, Gora 
And ſearch through all thy Vito hag £8 ; 

Adorn. O, ſave my life ! behold, my Lapd,, thi Papers” 

- Whatit cowaing, F know not- , - 

Borg. 'T'is his hand. v 

Mach. Be gone; Lets alk ihe =2lh ih, Addras” 

Borg, reads. Palante waits wpon your motion. Death ant Devils 1 | 
And when you call, be comes ; wha Bwea2e? "x. 
Shall buſh him ener, LG: wh | 
Daggers ! Poyſon! Fire. — Divi Bs Letter, 

" Woe, ud rn ua brrou un ther Suk. Vent F . : 

Mach. Bos now, my Lord ? . rn 

— — of T\| fab thee through 1 
Er mangle, tear up my own Breaſt, A 
og; > nk OI a LIT 
daſh it in her face | 

Mach. Talk no moreon't ; bur do, Sir, de, Chon, 

Borg. Yes, Machiavel, I\will——T will do deeds 
Grain'd as my wrongs : I will, 7 will be bloody 
As Pyrhu, daub'd in Murder at the Altar ; 


As Twllia, driving through her Fathers Bowelsy 
As Ceſar Butchers in the Capitol; . ” 


= wſhreyoreg me! * 


- % * - 


* As New bithing in his Mothers Womb} © © GS . 
With all ſucceeding Tyrants down to ours. | 
Lords of the Inquilition, black Contrivers | A 
Of Princes Deaths, and Heads of Maſſacre , 9"Þs 


Orflze, Virelores, Duke Gronine, ©, | 

Olzverotro too ; all, all at once, 

Even che whole Race, | 1 2 Whales [79] Vengeance. © 
Mach. Hear me one word. 
Borg. Bid the ade when the w - il 

To gorge its wh ing by Wk 

And ſtands bekelf os 


For the prank vl x "= ps FT __ 
For Death rides Poſt, © "ht ſh 


Mach. Though Death ſhould meet me, . Lt way 
Move borrid then you Name, I'4 groſs this fury, | irs 


Lo 


' 


This blind, -rn'd 

Bare t wy 

lt ark owe Frogs fl | 

You ſhall have proof the World ſhall fay, 
EEE SPIES. 

ay t was juſt. 
Into ber Chamber, if with. ſome pretente; ©: |: "” 
You ſcem Yabſent your ſelf 4 my -Lord,"Pl}-bring. you 


Borg. Juſt reeking fram. my arms! O thou Adultereſ 
Whole Name to mention, ſure would rot my 
And bliſter up my Tongue ; Infitiate Scxlls ! 
Bark'ſt thou for more ?;'then let the Furies ſeize thee, 
Whoſe burning Luſtdamn to the loweſt Hell, 


- 


' Smoaks to the Heav'ns, and ſullies all the Stars. 


Mach. Compoſe your looks, finooth down that ſtarting hair, 
And dry your eyes, with ſpire of this diſtraQion, 
I fee are full, brim full of guſhing rears. 
. Had ſhe not fall'n thus, Oren thouſand Worlds 
not have balanc'd her, for, Heav'd is in her, 
And joys which 1 muſt never dream of more z 
I weep, 'ris true : But, Mechiovel , I ſwear, 
They're Tears ot. Vengeance, dropsof quid fire : 
So Marble weeps when Flames ſurround the Quarry, 
And the pil'd Oaks ſpout forth ſuch ſcalding Bubbles 
Before the general blaze ; for thatſhe dies, 
Though clinging to the Altar z Guardian Gods, 
Though. ſtarting from their Shrines, thall not redeem her. 
Mach. Pretend to night, nor is it bare pretence ; 
For, as I hear, the Sinvgallian Victors 
Come on to wait you here :* Pretend to her, 
To Bellemirs, you can ſcarce return 
In forty hours. 
Borg. I will do what I may. 
Machs Away then. 
Berg. Ha ! methinks thou doſt not ſhare * 
In my reſentment, Mechievel, as thou ought'ſt : 
If thou act my Friend, and #rt indeed concern'd, 
Relieve my weari'd fury, beat my Vengeance, 
Call up a friendly rage, and curſe e'm, Machiave!, 
Curſe theſe Triumphers & ce thy Borgie's ruine. 
Mach. Diſcales wait*em : W berefore ſhould I curſe *em? 


It thar my Breath were ſu/ph'rous as the Lightning, , 
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That murders wich « blaſt ; -weitiplobd 
The choaking ſtench, -which thoſe thar die of 
S-nd with their parting groans, then I would curſe 'trm (= 


Witch Accents that ſhould xg frem tay T 
Deliver'd Rtrongſy throaughraiy Tem 


More harſh, more —_—— more « 
Than Envy in her Cave, or Ma& men is their Den 
Bog. Exctlleny, Machiavel.! riitire, mote, to lull me. 
Mach. My Tongue ſhould ftammer in my earneſt words ; 
My eyes ſhould fpakle like che bearen Flinr. 
Borg. This hoary Heir ſhould frurt, and ſtand #1vend, 
And al thy ſhaking joynts ſhould ſtern ro curſe *em. 
Mach. Nay, lnce you urge me, Sift, my heare vill break, 
Unleſs | curſe 'em ! Poyſon be their drink. 
Berg. Gall and Wormwood ! Hemlock ! Hemlock ! quench em. 
_ Their ſweereſt Shade, « Dell of du-kiſhAdders * 
g- Their faireſt ProſpeR, Fields of Bgſilicy : 
Their flofreſ rouch, »s ſmart as Vipers Teeth, 
Mach. Their Mulick horrid as rhe hif of Dragons, 
* All rhe toul terrors of dark-ſearcd Hell, 
Borg. No more ; thou art ofie piece with me thy (elf: 
And now | rake a pride in my re 
Mach. You bid me ban, and will you bid me ceaſe 7 
Now, by your wrongs that turn wy heart to tee], 
Well could 1 curſe away « Winters night, 
Though ſtanding naked on « Mountains top, 
And think it but 2 wie (penr Wn (pore 
Borg. Thou beſt of Friends / come tomy Arms, my Brother: 
Bur the time calls, «nd V bids us part ; 
Heaceforth, be thou the Miſtreſs of my Hegrr. 
Mach. Now it grows ripe ; the Orfoxs, and Vieelli, 
Are buri'd by my Wit without-a nolfe. 
O ! "tis the (afer courſe, for threats are dang'rous, 
But there's no danger in the Execution ; 
For he thai's dead, ne're thinks up>n revenge. 
What, hog———Alonge [mn 


f-... 
kJ | 


Enter Alonzo. 


Along, Here, my Lord. 

Mach. edt te iufemin? _ 
Along, They are. 

Mach. Where is 4derns ? 


Alonx. She waits withourh 
Mach. As you ſee her enter, 


% 


fan 


* One Preſent for another, Lend me the Key 


_ Oſt Mi BORE F4 
1 the : 


| Excer Adotre. 


" W 13. 
With :oanfidence I ſwear the Duke is thine. 
Adern. May I believe it? + | 
Mach. Be judge, thy ſelf, whether I bave been idle / 
Theſe were a Preſent from the King of Spain, 
To the Pope's Niece z of whom the fond young Duke 
Begg'd 'em for thee. —_ 
* Adern. |v't poſſible? 
Mach, Stay Madam —we muſt change 


'T'o Bellamird's Chamber. 
Adirn. For what ? 
Mach. Nay, if we barter words. 
Adern. Here, bere, my Lord. 
Now give me the dear Prefenc. 
See, ſee, my Lord, they are emboſi'd with Jewels, 
And caſt ſo rich an Odour, they o'recome me ———— 
Help me—my Lord—O belp me — lend your Arm —— 
The Earth turns round With me ! O mercy, Heaven —— 
Mech, Remove the Body - 
Then haſte, and find the Duke" of Genie our, 
E're he removes, as he intends to night z 


b 


Borg. Upon the inſtant, Faireſt, I muſt leave you 5 
The Lord of Firms, with the Duke your Uncle, * 
Have taken Sinigallis by ſurprize : 


; What elſe, bur meeting thy Victorious Kinſmen, 


Should draw me from thy Arms ? yet thus divided 
But for a day or twp,! methinks I part, 
As Souls are ſever'd from their warmer Manſions, 
To wander in the bleak and defart Air. 
O Bellamira! . © 

Bell. Why do you ſigh, my Lerd? 
If "cis your, pleaſure, ket 'em wait you here ; 
Ox.if my Preſence can diſpel theſe Clouds 


{ Dyer 
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That make you lays will zrend T* im wel oft vm wobert 
For while life laſts SWigur 3 eds 5.44 
Coul Fit thoa boldchere, how might we at Fate! 
fo Minled both by Love, and by dmlidon,.. + ugh 

How would 7 (weep, like T<mpeſts, wich a waſte 
Over all lraly, and Crown the CE 2000 T9": A om. Sc "DIL 
Here in the Heart of n————_— Rc | ack. 
But *tis impoſſible. 712% wv 4 1 454 
Bell. Then you conchelepatyiLand; IT am not true. 
Borg. Why, arrthou ? &rhere ſuch a thing in Nets 
As a true Wife ? No, Bellamire fow— | 
Thou would'ſt be monſtrous then, ev'n to derifion + - —x 2 3 ad 
For the wbole Flock of common T ehaberr rl = FR 
And drive thee, like a Bird, wirhout one Feather 
Or thy own kind. __ | .. 
Bell. Once more upon my knees, | 
In view of all the Hierarchy of Heav'n, + 9100 "WM 
T here attend my ſpotleſs Innocence. | Ws 
. Still Mecbiavel, —Tap | Whe, - 
Our Principle, hat we are duſt when dead ; 
For, were there any Hell, or any Devil Fo 


But hot enough to make an Exhorration, | T 
Would he not fetch her now ? caidiocadnine 7 8 
I do believe thee guiltleſs : Therefore riſe ; ' 
But fince thou art ſo confidemtly clear, 


Swear Bellamirs, it I prove thee falſe; 
What e're Ithreat, nay, though I purinat 
Thoſe Menaces, thou wilt not call me Tyrant, . 

Bell, 7 (wear by Heav'n 1 will fubtak my fo 
To the ſevereſt Rtroke of your 

Borg. if then 7 prove theekalls, O Bellamirs! 
Not that Celeſtial Copy, ev'n thy Face, hs ——_—_ 
Shall ſcape ; but 1 will race the Draught, as if 
It ne're had been the patrern of the Gods, 

Bell. mm "> 0-003 my Lord, 
For every word's a bolr, and ſtrikes me dead. 

. If thou art falſe, andif 1 thee (©, 

That tkin of thine, thac matchleſs Wetr of Hear'n, 
Which ſome more curious Angel caſt about thee, 
Will I tear off, though cleaving to the Shrine. 

Bell. Speak to him, Machiave! ! O fatal Marriage ! __ 
Berg. If thou doſt play me falſe, think not of mercy 3 
Thy Father ſhall be burnt before thy eyes. , 

Bell. © horrid thought ! 


Body and Soul, ev'n Ark ruine z 
For fo 4 Hear' ry upon _ 
At my laſt galp, as ve on thine. —— 7 
Bell, O 'ris too plain ! I |, undone for ever. TR 
What, but one Night, eva the firſt Nuptial' Night, 
So ſonght, ſo courreg, and {© hardly won, . 
And the next day, nay, the ſiccoeding Morg 
To be us'd thuz———Le: me go Al = WR Lv 1 


For I'll proclaim him Ne ie 
The Traytor, Mogſter——+ pr ors the world 
his Nathe 


With thundring forth my, wrongs ; 
! 
FM) 


To the reſounding Hills ? Borgie! Traytor 
Methinks that word, that ſpell,; that horrid 
That groan of Air neighbouring Rocks 
And ſcare the SE theic.Dens. | 
Mach. Perhaps ſome bulie> d hits!” mm 
1 know not what, that chiafes his me | | 
Againſt your Honour. | 
Bell. That's impoffible 1 
And 1 deni'd to admir him to niy B&d, 
Some ſeeming cauſe, ſore bald for diſtruſt 
Might thes bo gires LJ.1-3.- teat 
ha -Molv'd.to take him for my 
And love him too, or force my inclination, 


wy. had he Srought by deep df 


yp now ” be eaphos Ty. 67 by nag I Ji 
Appar al Ba and I maſk is be res. 
Ah Cruelty ! and all my, wrefthed Race. ' */ 
Mach. Madam, pv ow ſonns -——_—_—_ 
Betwixt the Duke of Gande, 1aneng; Os | A 


'G TA. \ 
and whither ſhall T ran # 
me, Machiavel, * 


SCENE I. 


? 
nd Relat 
MS Fn a, 
Enwer Machiavel, aud Alonzo. 
Lord, I bave beetr diligent: 


£4R BY 


inru 


F. 


What ſhall 1 do ? where ſhall 
hear 


ACT V. 


Ten thouſand horroars !,Q, 


Top, Root and 
Oo im 


gr 


my ſubcle Emiflary ; 


my 


Mach. And always wer't 


-M 


and Lanthorn to 


\ 


My ghence of Death, 


Z 
; 
. 
2 
2 
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Along. 
Of his new Forces, 


As you 


f 
\ 


g 


acquainted 


and 
direed ; and he) 


Sg 


With « vaſt 


% 


up to take his leave, 


rain came 
reports) to Sinvgatts : 


Bebbg call'd (as Facac 


But as I w 


CAASR BORE > 


of Bellanirs touthes me, | 


Gord. ledge 
i WTO gueſs, how near 

Thou would'ſt forgive me. — > | 
Macb. : 


Gand. Ha ! what's this ? a ſudden fall of Spirity — 
Along, My Lord, be's in's Liner muffled"up, 

py rrp phy gong mn 

And bid me fiy to tell you, Targaia's Poppies 

Are bound up all together in one Sheat. 

Mach. thee, and make my Anfwer thus — The Time 
Calls for theit Heads. This Key, my Lord, admit you— 
Gand. "T's now ng tie for thankss bur if 1iive———= —[Rxg. 
Mach, Why, this is true Babes 1 turning thus 

A with Mechiavellian {light of band, 

Two Families of the beſt Seurbern Blood, 
With the firſt Prince in \Rewe, arc quite cxtiot : __ 


H z Arn 
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Bargia nfl tn «Ch » I 

_ My Machianel), | dm l vr h t- wins ww 
Mach, My Prince, my "5 

Berg. Tell me my Boſcm-lin ; am | awake? 

Alive ? and may I credit this thy Summons 2 + 

When SCI IS pour Chills With 


: 0 , 
i; YON! DD IC LGWU LL; 


hen Lig! gin'd dead, with what you unter ds |. b*o.3 yI/ 
I this Wire, this heavenly Wite of dior | wvalt 19+ 4: df 
Revring her Head, and wipiagyhen dry. Eyead | 12 ,i My vga waT 
Dropping her Chin ta; make; ber- ſtailevnore a $144 1 brwh 
Cry'd aur, Lord Makionh nou Gr; im fonj» 2 won on db 1M 
What Things theſe H are, and left; the: Room. | 


Borg. Racks, racks, and fre ; Caldrons of molten Lead, 
How ſhall I torture her ? qt 

Mach. Sreight, by her walki Pacqur, 
She figni'd her pleaſure to the Duke: 
Who foon approach'd, und with @.marchleſs boldnefs 
Deſir'd my friendſhip in this private buſineſs : 
I ſmil'd, and promis d that would mop er, | 11113 24 
Though 1 beheld Aderns al by! wil. gin wl 1G cnt 
Whom ſince I poyſon'd, "the fhoukdiberaty./ | :hyw nun ol wr. 
nerd Lomas TY REL 0) bios. bed 00 v 
I could turn Cexnibul, and whh my wor. oy 
Tear her alive. Bur ler us talk no more. 


* by - [1 


41 Nils 


Enver D Michal. EO 
What Hoa, Don Michel | when damp ay foot no. 
Againſt the ground, bring forth the Fiifoners, dou? x SL & ul 
And execute as I ſhall ordengicq,/4 Cewyw't uu 0: [ax Michach 
Mach. Paſs the back way, my Load this Doors lock). it ans Af 
If that be ſhug roo, force-ir open,” while -: + |. HELEN 
I ſet a Guard on this; Millions to one, \ 


Bur when ſhe bears you wveic, ſhe'll wide the Duke, = 
And' then deoy him boldly to your Faces |. i 1/2 © ihr v1 | 


"Tis like had Gabete Cronrand W424 Ty M3435 131 06:1 i: A 
Borg. Dam 'em, Serpents / bo!8 co matart bt 249 3 oirmny ow TE 


What needs this aggrayition.# + 7 97 tr Ar ey " | [Bx# 
Mach. Now like a Gtgy-bound bw king in the (lips, pot 25a 
Death ſtruggles for a looſe , 1 m..ſt be gone, 


And lurk in Shadows till the Murder's done. 
Hark, tis doing, the Doors are thunder'd down ! 
| 
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O! Earth- 
ret 6.9 Tyres, tothe Comre. | 


Scene draws: Gayle, ls o und dies ynoygang. 


Berg. Slave, run you dowy, = Pace 
Lets Seo fon ty lee Ge 
Till I appoint. What's be you have.dirm'd hes F 
Haſte, drag him forth, and. pur the m_— bim.; 
Lightning and Thunder! Ha } the 
R burn me up ;.it is not poffible : 
Wim, O Werner, 

Bells + beer - 


Is there not ene, one Door for Mercy: left ? 
Borg. Pull off bis Robes, and bind him to a Chair ; 


Ply him with Fire and Wounds -—— Yes, Bellamira, 
There np nn erage. £þ } 2. Food z 
#3 thou 


A Gate for Mercy wide 

For Honour, , and Bridal 

See here the Sluce ra, through of wounds ; 

Thy Vows r/o ſtench roo 
Bells, Hold, hold, Tormentors / _ 


O Borgia : when, cha ed GE RI ang 
Bella, Ha! is it doing ? nn, Dp. 
Miſcreants, Sons of Hell , and. Broods. of Dar 
Gow. Humanity can bear no more. My heart, ſtrike theres 
Bel/a. "Tis done ; wh —pr 5 - —<pqa 5 


O let me gather all the 
And tell this Tyrant to th, ar h, "Ho ele Villa,” 


Gand. Mercy, gentle Buegia, mercy { 
Bells. He gentle; then the Devils theraſelves have mercy, 
@ Monſter; rocky Villain, 'Tyger, Hell-hound, 
Seize him you Fiends, apd: Furiey dam hiw, dam hip, 
May Hell have 3s tr. > | 
Be Jama'd beneath t bottomleſs Foundation. | 
Brep. By Heav'n the weeps > here, dip ber Handkerchicf 
Dip'd in his bloody £24 bid ber dry beg/ eyes. 
Bella. O thou Eternal Mover of, the. 2", 
Where are thy Bolrs ? 
Gand. I go, O Bellamirs ! 
Think alas, that we ſhall know each other - 
Ia the bright World ; I frar we ſhall rot—— Ok! atk 
wr Borgia 


ſ x 
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Borgia farewel * Thy Bride is lanterns? 07 won evp thr wen 1!'0 
Let Bellamirs live, and forgive W#dAdlL£2.tarmy 1 \a) © 


Bells. He's gone; to Gander Su ek as {ure aqthoy 


Shatt Gok co Hell, anan T'yrent, 
__ thou would'ſt have me rage 


Thou Prief, , Cardinily 
- Thou that baſt rug through-M Ofdery, 
- And with « form of" Vertue cloak'd hotrors ! 


Thou proper Son of thar' old curſed' 
Who daubs the boly Chair with Blood and Mundeke 
Bur ſure the Everlaſting has « Chain 

To bind yours Cherm, and link you both together ; 
Hells Vicar, and his firſt begotten Devi, | 
Hotrer than Lorifer in alt hb Flames, is Recs | 


| Ent Aloazo. Ee aas, hs 


Borg. What, hoa, _ tray the pribers, 
Orſme | Vitellecs: baſte, 1 lay, 
Withour reply. - 
Bella. O ſpare him ! ſpare my Father! TT þ 
And Fil uaſay, forſwear all that I have faidt 7 5 ©5171 | 
O, TI have play'd the Woman now indeed, m0) 
A lying, fooliſh, vext, outragiow Woman! ' = 
To fet your Wruth againſt the Innocent ; 
Tere wasa ſeeming cauſe for the Dukes Death - 
And mige; But, Oh ! what has Orfine done # 
Or/me loves you : Oh, ther good vid myn ! 
PEILS patter ee 
I've ou call hun, or nbeiee Tim! 
- waar al wer yam. 101 oh 


Borg. Along | : , $4" n 1 
Alon; My _ | _ V4 T. I” ;< 148 
Berg. Slave, Ill ftrangle thee eV = b 


With my own hands! i thou |R my- Vergo: 
Sy, Villain, what, not dead oP! 
Alonx My Lord, rhey are : 
And, it I live, ou or (adi thit bow ————— 
Borg. Go, draw the Curtin IT Im 
And ſtrangle ber : my Veins 
And | could wade up Artery Ft 
Draw, draw the Curtain, R \ 


and rage, "26d tho DI | 
weep, and r LR 


Cams —_ 
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dT 


[Orfin, Virellez. D. Gravizna, Oltreroun, per ul 


Bella. Gorgen, Meduſa, Horror ; 


Ye 
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Yer will (hoot through Daggers ruſh through flames 
CeO whine all? pee ens 

oble Orfm, p 
And you, dear linages, wil you tor 
One gaſp of breath, one groan, one laft farewe| # 
een gn A 

ight on or thi ; I ell chee, 
1 lee: thee on thy Death-Bed, all on Fire, 
As if ſome Helliſb poiſon had inflam'd thee ; 
I ſee thee thrown ten Fathom in a Well, 
Yer till come up, like £me's belching Flames! 

Birg. I hope thou wil go mad, and prophefie / 

Bells. Yes, Tyrant, thus, thus to face | brave thee, 
And tell thee in deſpite of Threats, e'fe 
Thou and thy holy Farber ſhall be ſeiz'd, 
And carry'd to the Everlaſting Goal ; 


From whence not all your Speniſb Cardinals, 
Your Bailiffs, in red Liverics, ſhall redeem you» 


Hear my laſt prayer, and. mark my dying words. 

If Tin thought, in word, inſprivate «© © 

Hare yielded up this B Foo 

Of ought that's inhuman Bergis ! 
impartial and moſt awful Judge! 


. | [She # fraxghd.. 
her Death ! the that beliav's « Heav'n, 


And fear'd, « Hell, yet to-departs Lyzr: 


I would reprieve deny 
Her 5 reprieve har, 0b her mann 


What wouldft thou then ? 7 will no more of this ; 

i clouds my brain: Hence, Alm», bear, 

Bear t of Gewdia's Body 'to the Tiber 

tn ſore cloſe Chair, tye at bis weck a Weight, 

And plung him to the Bottom. | 
Along. my Lord 'tis done. Ex. E xecut:oner: with the Beep. - 

*. Bog. 1 fovear 7 have been true] to my {elf | 

For that Tlov'd her, is as true, as ſhe 

paſt theſenſc on't: ſhe is cold olorndy 


CYES AM) 8 C RG. 


is | 4: dun ogg #auc 107 100 {li 1 19Y 
Euer Maitland. O cans va "1 ati <1 00 
: 7 " wo C 'S; 
Mach. Ha! io rcp Mahon my Pk Bc rg » br 
Of Florence! bur they wee dumbi: Fla : ping the, 0 
T like not that —— ro om? 1 
Bog. Her lips are relph by 412 G \ 
The Buds, tho gather'd, keep their Damaak Colows: & 
Yes, and there odour too ! halle Mechiavely) 1 og i 1 at 
Ruth to my aid : I grow in Love withgleaths . = beads andy 
She ſhall not dye / Run Slavey/ Suk beldur bpvka, 
I will recover her again / . G J 
Mach. Again t@ p'ague ? Y aw 
To meet again- another Duke of Gordy off - R ; 
Death on that thought: hes ws, 
The damn'd Adulrreſs! periſh the the AtheA +: i- 
Ha, tell me, come : I will no more of ber, it fe nods 
How ſhill the bodies be. diſpas'd ?. Fen, F oY Way 
My Brother to the Tykaom - / »; cock ; m_—y -. | 1 
Mach. 'n 2 trouble, nate ons ym a Wh 


r'll find an cafier way for, thels,} and her. he 
Thar {lceps within my Cloſer. Go, Dan Mikes, 
Bury'em all together in quick 


Mnf TI 
Þ fone few hours the fleſh mill baconſan'd2 en, 


Then burn the bones, and all is nog aſhes. ; 
[Draw bera ay Cat 
I ſwear this body ſhall not be conſum'd 


Il have't.embalm'd to ſtay « thouſand years. | Py 


O Machiavel! -1 (weary, I know nog, why, ,  -. 
Bur with a World of (barcor to my : 
Wich tremblings bere, Convulſions of the hearts | Id 


As if Thad ſome God thus whiſper to me. orgs” 


Thou ought'ſt to grieve for Bellgmire's Death. 


Mach. My Lord, a very fond and fooliſh Fancy. 
I ſay, my Lord, y our policy is out : - 
. hk. Ar Hell / wot $47 you judge of Love, . 
That never lov'd ? Thou haſt ds of Love, 


No ſenſe. no relliſh —— why, did craft heh hea 5 
Had any fofineſs dwelt in tharlegq boſom, . ivy 


My Bellemirs, now had been alive : 


Tho rhadcuub.w dillberothon huh ye i mm 


195 


To ſet me on, but honour ; Jealogn dreey 
Oh the laſt night / I tell thee, Poll ay 
When I run o're*the valt delight, ee is," | 
Aud curſe my ſelf; nay wiſh I bad been found” 


Pad 


£ - 07 i 4 
: niguo TÞ 
- Wwor1i t23 
Tl U Wer: 
"34 » wn. 0 
+4 Ti w 6 : 4 
, > IY | 
4 a £ 
- A nd 
, 3.9 t 
2 : 
& 7 x 
2 094054 1,20 


| C4 ' : 8 O04 C14 
Dead in her Arms,, But take ber, bear her hence : 
And thou lov'ſt me, drive her from my Men 
Tell me by Murder is diſcover'd , 
That the Ghoſts are up i in arms : 
Say any thi to make we mad, and loſe 
This , which will elſe deſtroy me: - 

Mith,” 1 Here the Pope bas fent to Sinigallia *. 
Tocall you back. | 

Borg. By Heavn, 1 had forgor, 
And thou moſt opportunely has remembred : 
You know rwelye Cardinals were then creared, F4 
That ſolemn Morn that Freceiv'd the Riſe $ 
And I will tell thee, halfe thoſe Fools are marrow, . 
F—__ igh,” ſhall 'veil their Caps for ever. 

Mach. x ; tis but another ſhrug, oP 
And then this Love, this Ague Fit is loſt, - «ll 
gm ret rd > Gemnd hae Ina 

0 Rome, till I have is Prench- 2 iair” | 

The amuadifoet hays 15» wil 

Mach, Why, this is Borgie. 
Come, come, you mult not droop ; look up, my Lord; 
Methinks I ſee you Crown'd Rewe's Emperour. 
No doubt, Sir, among your glorious Plunder, 
var ny — yt eno germ fe by 

. Ha ! no mere, I char 
tema, and had her : 
Why did'ſt thou wake'me then, to rurn me wild, 
And royze the {lumbering Orders of my Soul ? 
'To my charm'd Earvno more of Woman tell ; 
Nanje nota Wornan, and 1 ſhall be well. 
Like # poor Lunatick that makes his moan, 
And for « time beguiles the lookers on ; 
He reaſons well, his eyes their wildneſs loſe, 
And vows the Keepers his-wroug'dſenſeabuſe : 
Bur jf you hit the cauſe that burr his Brain, , 
Then his teeth gnaſb, be foams, be-ſhakes his Chain, 
His Eye balls row|, and be is mad again. Exeunt. 
Enter one Executioner with « dark, 'Lanthorn, follow 4 by another at a dif ance ; 
they part often, look up and down, and bem tothe veſt. 


1. Exec, The Coaſt is clear,” and all the Guards are gone. 
2. Exec. Hark, bark j what noiſe was that ? 
' 1. Exec, The Clock ſtruck three. 


v. 
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* 2. Exec. See, the Moon ſhines; haſte, and call our Fellows, 

Hem to 'em ; that's the Sign. Abe 
1. Exee, They come, they come 


Enter Four Executioners mare Two carry ahe Bady of the Daly of 
Gandia i» « Chair ;, the others. follaw,” ani ſcout behind. 


3- Exec. So—— ſet him down, and let 'em bei their part, 
For I am weary — 
& Exec. And fo am I : I ſweat ; but 'tis with fear. 
1. Exec. Make no more words on't ;, take bim from the Chair, 
2. Exec. A ghaſily Gght. The Weight about his Neck 
Has bent bim almoſt double : I'l not touch him <—- 


3- Exec, Cowardly Villain— Come, my Princely Maſter, 
The Fiſhes want their Break faft. 7 


Exec. Joyn all together, | * 
Andburl bim o're this hwapant x, 4 | 
2. Exec. Fly, fiy— I hear a noiſe : The Guards, the Guards. 
3- Exec, He lies, he lies; the Coynage of his fears , 
Once more, I ſay, joyn all 2p ey ona 
Remember the , two 
A Man: but for that Milk-ſop, 1 ſuſpe&t him , 
Therefore let's watch our time, decoy him. on ; 
And when this buſineſs is a little o're, 
Strangle him in ſome Corner, leſt he prate 
Of what is done. Now, now's the time, away mmm 


They jon all together 1, taks bins by the Legs and Arms, and burl him 
over the Wall into the T'yber : 4 noje it beard, as of @ Body 
falling into the Water-They look, about ence mere, then ftart, taks 
ap the Chair, and run out——Scene ſhuts. 


SCENE IL 
Enter Borgia and Machiavel. 


Mach. Though Orfins, the Vite!b, and Coloeni 
Are buſh'd ; the Span/ard, nnd the French, no doubt, 
Wyuld buy your Friendſhip at the deareſt rate. 
Nay, more; 1 yield you Lord of Tuſcoy, 
And Maſter of fach Forces us might march 
Againſt the haughtieſt Power of Chriflendom 
But Prince, forgive me., if I am too free, 
Do you remember whence this glory. comes, 

id bow. this Golden Fortube is deriv'd # E 


Hero's and Fools, devoutly raiſe to gain her. 
Mach, Yet hear me, Borgia, hear the oddeſt ſtory 4 
That ever Melancholly 'told the World : 


I faw the Figure of the Pope your Father 
Stretcht on the Floor, pale, ghaſtly, cold and dead; 
And by his fide, with borrour upon horrour, 
- And double tremblings, ſaw my Lord, your ſelf, 
My very Ceſa, like a new-laid Ghoſt, 
Swoln black, and bloated, while your inclos'd eyes, 
' All blood-ſhot, fxrt on mine their dreadful beams. > 
Borg. Fumes, fumes, my Machievel, the efteQs of phlegm ; 
Gros numors, fumes, EEE blaod 
Stream up like Vapours 4 
Adech. I am apt to think it but a leap of fancy, 
ith hes erernal toil, from the road : 


Yer, ny >olnny a anies + Ae conjure you, \ 


Boy. "1 knpir bis damkicet and footh bien on, xr coy 
As he wouid me. But Botgia does affure thee, | 
TT hat he, that ſcarlet poiſonous Luxury, © * | 
With his adherent Brothers, hall this night, 
Even in the midſt of Kiſſes, Oaths, Embraces, 
Burſt in the Vatican, and ſhed their Venom, 

Mach. Your Father is a Malter of his breaſt, 
The occafion gives new life, freſh vigour to him, 
Even at the very verge of bottomleſs death, 
He ſtands and ſroiles as careleſs and undautited, 
As wanton ſwimmers on a Rivers briok 
Lavgh ar the rapid ſtream. 

Borg. Therefore my Friend, 
Let us deſpiſe this Torrent of the World, 
Fortune, 1 mean, and dam her up with Fences, 
Banks, Bulworks, ull-the Fortrefſes, which Vertue, 
Reſolv'd and man'd like ours, can raiſe againſt ker z 
That if ſhe docs o're-flow, ſbe may at leaſt 
Bring but half Ruine to our great defagns:+ - 
Tnat being at laſt aſham'd of her own weakneſs, 
Like a low- bated flood, ſhe retire 
To her owa bounds, and we with pride 0're-look her. 


Enter Don Michael, and the Butler, 


D. Mich. My Lord, "002% KEY tees eemea 
Borg. Are my Proviſions come ? .'>- 
Butl. They are, my Lord. 
Berg. Do you rcm:mber what I gave'in charged 
Bus, That none ſhould touch the gilded flack of - wine. 
Þorg. | charge thee none; but ſuch as. 7 ſhall order. 
Don Michael, is my Father yet-arriv'd? 
D. Mich, He is ls and gone. 
Borg. Sy it th 
D. Mich. When Giſt he enter'd, quite orecome with heat ; 
Thirſting, and faint with the hor ſeaſons rage, - 
He call'd for wine, and tho difiwaded from it, 
Drai.k largely, mingled with the Cardinals, 
And walk'd, and laugh d, play'd with Columbus Boys, 
Heard their rude M and beheld 'er dance ; 
When on a ſudden faning up, be aik'd 
For you, my Lord z bow'd, as his Cuſtom is, 
With deep bumilicy to all, defir'd:'em 
To fit, and fo went out——but with _ 
Of a moſt quick return—— 


”,v 


S  \CASAR BORGIA. 6 


Sceng draws, and diſcovers a Chair of ſlate under « Canopy, « large Table, with 
ch Banquet=—— my Cedles ont. 


an 


- 


Enter Aſcanio, Adrian, Enna, Ange, two Cardinals more. 


Aſcan. My Lord, the Vatican Society, 
V/ ho were oblig'd. to facrifice this night, 
Az every looſer Genius ſhould inſpire, 
To Air, and Wine, and warmer Converſation, 
Grow dull for want of you : His Holineſs , 
Himlelts retir'd —— Therefore let us entreat you w— 
Borg. O my good Lord Aſcano, | am born. 
To be at your Command My Lords, I wait you. - 
Sirrah, remember him I charge thee fill. 
Of the gilt Flask to him— 
Butl. My Lord —— —T ſhall. 
This Wine is ſure the richeſt of the World, -_ 
Becauſe he charges me fo ſtriftly of it : 
'Tnat Cardinal's a Friend, and he muſt taſte jr, | | 
' Aſean, Lord Machievel, you have been charitable, I thank your love z 
Nay, with my life, I thank you — | 
Mach." My Lord Twiſh you would explain your (elf. 
Aſcan. It needs nor, Sir, for this the meaneſt know, 
The Rabble, baſe Mechanicks talk of murders : 
Iſaw a ſweating Weaver in his Shirt, 
Ran puffing with his Shutcle in his hand, 
To ask a Neighbour Burcher of the news, 
Who with his Knife in's mouth abruptly tells 
Orſino's death ; yes, and his Daughters too : 
Then comes a Taylor with his hair wek'd back, 
Behind his cars, on tiptoes, in. his Slippers, 
And crys in haſte, the Duke of Gandis's murder'd : 
Then ſpits upon his Iron, caſt up his eyes, 
Threads through the company, as 'twere a Needle, 
And vaniſhes z no-more, my Lord, - I thank you. 
Nay, by my life, but for the Company, 
I'd kik the bottom of your Robe z your Lordſhips ever : 
Your Highneſs ſervant : My Lord, let's drink a Health to 
His Holineſs——— But in my heart, I ſay, the Devil take him, 
Borg. Lord Machievel, you are my Gueſt to night : « 
Were the Society made up of 
As (ure it is of Saints, Spirirsabove 
The common Elevation ; yet this man, 


1 ſay, my Lords, this Human Prodigy, | Would 


% 
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- Would not be ſet to wait, but fx'd among 'em, 
To dazle with the brighteſt being here. 
4 Wine _ Lo —_——— S$forx, _ ' 
Health to e, to the general joy Drink 
Aſcan. Fine work, my Lords, fine work, I ſay, look to't, L 


The Duke of Gendis's murder'd. 

Adrian, "T's the common _ a 

Exm. The Pope this ing in t litory, 
When firſt hs tend Bio'd from his Throne, 
Croffiog his Breaſt, and looking up to Heav'n, 
He vow'd hereafter moſt ſevere amendment, 
As from this time to faſt for Forty hours. 
And all bis life wear next bis bumble fleſh, 
A Shire of Hair, 

Aſcan. A Shirt of: Hair, bating Lacretian nights: 
She'll not endur't ; look you, her skin's too tender : 
A Shirt of Hair, a very prickling Penance. * 
Now, by my Holy-dame, meer Letchery + 
DFn'c 1 know him ? Slave, more Wine, I fay , 
Fill up my Glaſs : Come, come, my Lords, 'ris time Tf +, 
To look about us, and reform the Church —— arkd. . - | 
Prune ir, 1 fay ; or elſe like Babylon, 
Like Babel's Whore,. *twill run up all to ſeed, 
Hark you, Lord Ange. | 

Ang. My Lotd. 

Aſcan. My Lord of Enna 1004 we four are 
As one Soul : This Pope's a very leud 

- And wicked Head ;———he's never well, but 

When he's plotting Murders. Why, look you, Sirs, 
if a Man cannot ſpeak his mind. of 


State Aﬀairs, — bur be muſt bo | 

Dogg'd by Hell-bounds, Blood-fuckers, Decoyers, - 

Raſcals, chat watch to throttle him in forme = 

By-corner, then quoit bim like \a Cat into Wo 

The River, 'tis very fine : Now, by my Holy-dame, 

It may be our turn next——— by the Maſs it mays, _ | 

I fay, my Lord, it mayo——— © Tho [ndian By: dowe, 
Ha, my Lords, how do you * , FE, 


Like the motion ? Very pretty, very fine. - 

O brave” Columbus ! Mare "Wine there ; a bi 

Glaſs: I'll drink Colwmbur's bealth—— Now, by my 
Holy-dame, I am frolickſome, and will be ative. 

Ha, my Lords, ba, I learnt at Paris, when 1 was 

A Stripling ; yet theſe aro ptetry Children, very fine Boys,— 
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D. Mich. "My Lord, he did : 
But "ris moſt certain, e're he went from hence, 


He was by ſome pernicious Traytor poyſon'd. 

Borg. O Making, whey bes fornft now ? 
My beart miſgives me, and my boſom's hot, 
Who miniftred ? who gave my Father Wine ? 

D. Mich. Your Servant : for when firſt your Father enter'd, 
His own Proviſions were not come. 

Borg. © Confufion ! 
Anſwer me, Villain ! ha ! fill'd you his Wine ? 

Butl.. My Lord, I did. 

Borg. What, from the gilded Flask ? why doſt thou tremble? 
—qrwb pwr at F gnaw thee, buro tby Entrails, 


rg Sm wge! rice Charge 
Buil, My your 
etc rr fir Rwy ors whom you order'd, 


Ljudg'd the Wine moſt Excellent, and gave 
Part of it to your Father 


Berg. O daran'd Dolt ! 
Curſt, ſenſlefs Dog ! Now, Machievel, where are we ? 


Ha! by the Furies that invade m Breaſt, 
And crumble all my Bowels into 
I am caught my ſelf ! Speak, tell me, . horrid Vilkin, | 
4 room up 'd in Thouſand Pieces, 
Torn by mad Horſes like the fleſh of 

Thou gav'| me Wine too from the Flaaks ! ha, Traytor / 
Come, double damn thy ſelf, and ſwear thou did'ſt nor. 


Butl, My Lord—1 muſt confefs ] gave the ſame 
To you, that was direed for your Friend, 


My Lord Aſcanio. 
Berg. Take thy reward then, which the Devil thou pour lt 


Into my Breaſt, thus gives thee back again ! 
O Machiavel, O do not look upon me ; 


- 


1 
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I am below thy ſcorn, thus vile caught, 
© baſely, baſely fold by my own vid. - 

Aſn. Oh, ob, oh — | have my "cis. FAT the Devil 
Thank you Pirs, fre, fire 1 oh - +085", "prenggan fy 
Ard fire-— haſte there=—fly for Antidates! - | 

Borg. None, none on Earth, ' 1... | 
] rell thee, Pricſt, can ſave thy rotten Carkaſs; > p82 
No Cardinal, Iye down, lye dowh] aod roarfi i; | > 
Think on tt y Scarlet fins, and fear nation?” 11+ "7 | 

| Aſean. Legions of Furies bereg He Þ» lroka. looks; © ci 
And all the Devils are quarter'd in my Bowels, ” 

Run Slave ! and for a laſt revenge, produce 
His mangled Baſtard ——har's ſome pleaſure yer. 
. O Machiavel, thy hand, J'amvallflamesz 
Yet thou ſhalt hear no noiſe: fir down, my Friend, 
Upon the Earth for there's my Manſion now, the 
Duſt, and no more—and yet methinks 'twas hard ſ- 
That this Elaborate Scheme of mighty Man, - 
This Parchment, where the Linewof Rane greatneſs. 
By thee ſo well were drawn, ſhould by the hand © 
Of ſcribling Chance be blotted thus for ever. | 

Aſean. 1 burn, I burn, T toſte, 4 roſte, and my Guts fry, p- 
They bleze, they ſnap, they bounce like Squibs | 
And Crackers: Fam all fire—— ' 

Mach. ls't pofſfible-that you can bear the pangy 
Of violent poyſon, thus unmov'd 2 

Borg. "Tis little 
To one reſolv'd : No, 9" IE 
Women, and Prieſts, whine at the of death ; 
For me, whoſe mind was ever herce ative, 

Death is unwelchm, only for this reaſon, 
Becaule 'tis an Erernal lazineſs —— 


Eater Alonzo, leading in is Seraphino ; od th 
ous, and Face cut. 


Mech. 1 muſt confeſs my mind, by what I ſaw 
This morning, and by what bas happen'd {ince, 
ls deeply ſhockt, even from her own Foundation. 

Aſcan, Bear the blind Baſtard to his Father, go, 
And bid him laugh—ob ! 

Mach. Horrour ! new horrour / ' 
My Lord, your Son, by that moſt bloody Cardinal, 
Mangled and blind. 


|  # © ' " '< * \ c 
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| op. Why doſt choir wonder at ir? 
"Tis all the work of Chance, and trick of Fortune ? 
Yer this mcthinks'is horrible indeed, - 
Come hither Boy 
Serep. Alas, 1-hear your Voice, 
And cannot hnd-the way x 
But am like one benighted in « Wood. 
Borg. A Wood indeed ; 
But oh the Brambles there have ws'd thee vilely, 
Sap. O Father, you are arm'd, and bave a Sword ; 
Will you not, for your Serapbino's ſake, , 
Curt down thoſe Thorns that prick'd out both my eyes 2 
I know you will ; for you were always kind 
And render of me : of&rtimes have you held me 
Faſt in your Arms, and ſwil'd, and plaid with me ; 
- Though you're « Prince, a very bulie 
And call'd me lictle Eyes, little indeed, 
For now they're out, and all my Face is cut : 
Nay, they have ſtarv'd me too. 
Borg. Death and horrour ! 
Seray. Why do you preſs me thus between your Arms, 
As if you lov'd me ſtill ? I am ſure you cannor, 
Pray let me hide my Face within your Boſom ; 
For if you look upon me I ſhall fright you. 
O! I've a pain here juſt about my heart ! 
When, you my Lord, a long time after me 
Shall dye, will you not lay my little Bones 
By yours? Alas ! my pain encreaſes — Oh— [Dies 
Borg. Revenge thee, Boy / I ask but that from Fate: 
And tee 'tis given me : Through « thouland Wounds, 


Thus, horrid Prieſt ! purge out thy luſtful blood, [Stabs Alec m; 
And Vomit thy black Soul——— t 
Aſean, Oh ! Devil! Devil! Devil—— , LDien 


Borg, No, Machiavel, "tis now fit time to rave; 
For I um now enrag'd to that degree, ' 
That I will live even in deſpight of Fortune, 
Stars ! Fates ! and all the Juggles of a Heaven. 
Hence, bear me, Slaves, and plunge me into Thber, 
Deep as I ſunk the Duke of Gendia down / 
Till I have quenetyt this Hell within my bowels z 
Then fly me an Oxe-hide, and ſwadle me, 
Like Hereules in the Nemean-skin, 
'Till a!l my poiſon'd fleſh like bark pill: off, 
And my bare Trunck ſtands every bruſhing wind ! 


K Enna. | 


Emng. Where are our Guards ?' My Lords, T jadge it fir 
That Machiavel and Borgia ſhould be ſeiz'd, , 
Berg. Sciz* me ! what ſawcy Prieſt durſt ſtart thar motion 2 
Am I not Tyrant here ? The Lord of Reme? -- —- 
Does not France dread my Frown ? and Spain adore me ? 
Who then dares talk of ſeizing me ? what, he ? G 
This wag tail Prieſt, with the black picked'Beard,, c 
That ſeowrs the Country round for Freckled Wenches # 
Or was it y.v my Lord of Enna? Ha ! 
Death, where's my Majeſty, or vail your Caps, 
Or I will trample you beneath my Feet ? 
You, Ange ! that could proſticure your Siſter 
To gain a Hat ?-lye there Lord of St, Peter: 
You Cardinal ad Vincu/a, you pack of Hell-hounds, 
That trace me by the blood. On, on T ſay, 
On ro the brink of Hell: Thence plunge together, 
Where, on his Throne, behold the Maſter Devil 4 
With a great pair of glowing Hams red hot 
To gore you for your lives incontinence, 
You Raviſhers, you Virgin pioners, 
You Cuckold-makers of the forked World. 
Ange. Where are your Guards ? 
Borg. Hark, I hear 'eam coming : 
Or is it Dooms day ? Ha—by Hell it is: | 
And ſee, the Heav'ne, and Earth, and Air are all ** Fo 
On.fire ; the very Seas, like Moulten-glaſs, 
Row| their bright Waves, and from the ſmoky deep 
Caſt up the glaring Dead : The Trumpet ſounds, 
And the ſwift Angels «kim about the Globe 
To ſummon all Mankind. Rome, Rome is call'd. 
Work, work for Hell. Hoa, Satan! Belxebub ! 
- Belial, and Baal/— Whence this 'Thunderclep? 
They've blown us up with Wildfire in the Air ; 
And look how the ball'd Fryers in Ruſſer-gowns * 
Croak like old Vultures, how the flutt'ring Feſaes, 
la bl.ck ard white, chatter about the Heav'ns / 
' Capuchins Monks, with the whole Tribe of Knaves ! 
"Then let me burſt my ſpleen ! Look how the Taſlels, 
Caps, Hu's arid Cardinals Coats, and Cowls and Hoods 
Are toſt about— the ſpaxt, the port of Winds ——- 
Indulgences, Diſpences, Pardons, Bulls, ſee yonder / 
Prieſt, they fly they r= whirld aloft, They fly, 
They fiy or'e the backſide &th' world, 
, - + large, and broad, liace call'd the Paradiſe 


—- 


1 (wear I will 


hh. 
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pl war bn this Ge of ir of rage 


TEES Flee on, 


Borg. Ha ! Breath 1 ſhort ? Prelatey thou lyſt; m 
Watt a conſtant fire and rd ea, 7 pate 
The ſtrings of my —— 

No—41 will live; in ſpight of Fate T1] live 

To be the ſcourge of Reme: I'll live to at 

New miſchiefs, and create new wicked - 


To ponyard Heretich Princes that A 

To lay their Necks beneath rhe holy $ 

Murder ſurceffively ryo Kings ud; France ; 

Britain attempt, t her watchful A 

Saves the Lov d hog of that "gel 

And turns upon our felves the plotred Wound, 

That finks me to Ha Earth : yer ftill we'll on, 

And hatch new deeds of darknefs:. O Hell, and Furies t 

Why ſhould we not, ſince the great Head himſelf 

Will back my, Plots, j3yn me in blood and horror, 

And after give, me Bond for my Salvation : 

Pl! bave ic-—nay, Sir, you ſhall — 

Or I will thunder co your Holineſs: 

But hark he whiſpers, what a little Gold ———— 

Wirh all my beart: thus Devils buy fouls for traſh—— 

I! fee your itching palm for Abſolution. 

Gold for my pardon, hey—'tis ſeal'd and given ! 

And for a Ducat thus I purchaſe Heav'n— [ Dies, 
Maeb. The mighty foul there forc'd her furious paſſage, 

And plunges now in So Eternity — 

I ſee, my Lords, you have reſoly'd to guard me, 

And 1 ſubmit to ftri&& Examination : 

By you to be acquitted or condernned ? 

Yer this I muſt avow before you all, 

Though you ſhould caſt me to the Inquiſition, 

Skill'd as I ara in all Aﬀairs of Earth, 

Known both to Popes and Kings, and often honour'd 

With Cabinet Councils of Imperial Heads ; 

I here reſolve on this, as my laſt Judgment; 
No Power is ſafe, nor no 


Whoſe Principles of growth are laid. io Blood. 


” 


_EPILOGUE:: 


ELL,"iten be yi bis Fudger ;* what prevence wy 
Made them roar out, thi! Play would give offence? 
Had be the Pope s Effigies meant to burn, 
And kepe for ſpot bis Aſhes in a ak 
To try if Reliques wou'd perform at 
But ba'f theſs Miracle: they di Show, 
More could not have been ſaid, nor pure been done, 
To dainn thit Play about the Cour? and Toon ; £8 
Not if be had ſhown their Philters,, Frames and 4 Rege, | 
Nay compur d up Pope Jone to piegſe the Age, c 
And had ber Breeches ſearch di Seage. 
Firſt, then be brings a ſcandal on the Gown, - 
And makes a Prieft bath Leacher and Buffon : 
HWhy, was no Fool, yet ever made 4 Flamen, 
But duingſ; quite entail upon the Lay men ; 
Or war it ever beard in Rome before, 
That any Prieſt was qurſtoon « for his Whore ? 
Tet more, the horrid Chair, the Mid mphbt ſrow — 
He ſays "twas dene two hundred Tears ago ; 
He only points their way: of murdering then ; 
If you muſt demn, ſpare the Hiſtorian' s Pon, 
And damn thoſe Rogues that aft 'em 0 re again, 
But Dominicks, Frauciſcans, Herggits, Fryars, 
Sha'l breed n: more 4 Race of Jealous Lyars 1 
Villains, who for Relogion's Propagation, 
Come here diſpuir d m ev'ry me oy 
And ſit in Stalls to ſpy upon the 
Old Emiſferies ſhall their Trade yr 
Spread ne more Davoy - Reliquesr, Bones and Hair, 
Shal fell no, more like Banbles in 4 Farr : 
Monks under ground ſhall ceaſe to earth like 
Hind Father Lewis leave his lurking» boles ;, 
Get no more Thirty Pounds for a blind Story, 
Of frcemy a Weich Soul from Purgatory. 
Feſuits im Rome ſaall quite forſawear Funttton, 
And not for Gold give Whores The Exrrewe Urition : 
High Engliſh Whores, that bave al Vice paſt, ©* 
Shall ceaſe to turn true Catholicky at laſt, 
hen Poets write, tho by exaRteſt Rules, 
And are mt judg'd by Knaves, and damn'd by Fools. 
Wi, "I 
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